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PREFACE. 


I 

The character of a nation is moalded by its 
heroes. Memories of Drake and Nelson have 
boilt the British sailor, of Marlborough and 
Wellington, the British soldier. Trafalgar and 
Waterloo are the proudest bulwarks of England 
today. 4 

India too has her great heroes. Asoka's con« 
quests, more than two thousand years ago, built up an 
empire larger than the British possessions in India. 
Akbar reared the proudest and the moat powerful 
sovereignty in the world when England was in the 
grip of a mighty struggle with Spain. Sivaji, a son 
of a jaigirdar, built up an extensive kingdom, and 
bis power *stlU continues in the Indian states of 
Baroda, and Indore. 

Britain remembers her heroes and heroines. 
■India, alas I has forgotten her past. Prithu Rai 
and Durgavati are strangers in the land of their 
achievements; the names oi Akbar and Rana 
Pratap Singh have never been heard by the teem¬ 
ing millions of India ; the past has been entirely 
cat off from the present. 

It was to revive and popularize the -glorious 
memories of old that Romesh Dutt. seventy years 
.ago, wrote his four historical novels. ‘’Madharl 
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Kankaa,* which portrays the Moghul coort' and' 
hoosobotd, and furnishes a vivid picture of Indian' 
life in the tyth century, was rendered into English 
by the author himself, and appeared in the guise of 
•The Slave Girl of Agra.” (Fisher Unwin, London). 
My translation of "Rajput Jivan Sandbya*, which- 
ia named "Pratap Singh, (KitabisUn, Allahabad) 
has been very kindly received. I have received 
letters of appreciation from readers nnlcnowo to¬ 
me. i feel very grateful. I have been encouraged.' 
to place before the public a translation of another 
novel by Romesh Dutt,—"Maharashtra Jivan Pra* 
bhat". I have called it "Sivaji". 

"Sivaji" is a niaster«piece of character.painting.- 
The anthor reveals himself not only as a powerful 
atory.writer but also as a historian of keen insight 
and sound jndgment. The Mahratta hero and- 
Aurangzeb have been painted in bold striking 
colours. They stand before the eyes of the reader 
in flesh and blood, pulsating with life. He can- 
see into their hearts, and feel the impact of the 
flerce impulses and passions that drive them into- 
action. Sivaji is the hero of the story, but be does 
not escspe the censure of the historian ; Auraog. 
seb has been criticised, but it is the criticism of at 
sound historian which has been amply confirmed. 
Jai Singh, Chand Khan and Rahmat Khan are noble- 
figures, vividly depicted ; Chandra Rao Jumladar, a- 
irvan of fierce ambition, is true to life. 
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The story records one long moment o! thrills. 
iBesides the storming of cestles tnd desperate mid* 
night raids, there are exciting episodes, such as the 
•captivity of Sivajl and his clever escape, which 
hold (he reader from start to finish. And the incU 
dents with which Siraji himself is connected, are 
not fiction, bat true history. This makes the story 
doubly interesting. 

My rendering is faithful to the original. Almost 
every sentence has been translated. I have, how> 
ever, omitted the last chapter which records a 
very moving scene between a brother and sister. 
. I found I could not reproduce the spirit and the 
delicate colouring of tbe. touching picture in a 
translation. 

I most thank my young friend, Srijut Snbodh 
Mitra, for helping me with the proofs of this book. 
Inspite of our joint vigilance, however, some print* 
ing errors have crept in. 1 am sorry, but I am told 
that this is unavoidable in a first edition, especially, 
Nwhen the language Is foreign. 


Ajov Dim. 




ROMESH C. DUTT, Cit.iXA 

Romesb Cbaader Dott n-at born in 1848. He 
belong to an ancient Kayastha family of Bengal 
noted for Ita cnltnre, especially in the field of 
literatare. After completing his studies in India 
Mr. Dutt proceeded to England for farther stody. 
He passed the Indian Civil Service ezaraination, 
talcing the third place in order of merit among the 
candidates. He was posted in Bengal. He was 
the first Indian to be appointed a District Magis¬ 
trate and a Divisional Commissioner. His cons¬ 
tructive work in some of the districts is still 
remembered with feelings of gratitode by the 
people. He retired after twenty-five years of ser¬ 
vice. After retirement be devoted himself to 
literatare and national work (ending to the poUti- 
cal advancement of India and the amelioration of 
the condition of its people. He was elected Pre¬ 
sident of the Indian National Congress in its 
session In Lucknow. The last years of bis life 
were spent in the service of the Baroda Sute. He 
was appointed Dewan or Prime Minister of Baroda 
where he introduced many asefal far-reaching re¬ 
forms. He died in 1909 while in service in Baroda- 
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Mr. Dott'« whole life Is *o fttotring picture ot 
xiosel6sh rJevoUoo to hit country. He worked 
fllently and away from the lime light. Shortly 
ifterhe joined the Indian Civil Service he tr.n.la- 
ted into Bengali the RIgveda-a collection of loaS 
Vedic hymn, composed by the ancient Aryans 
between t^oottid looo years before ^rUL Hli 
object was to famillarue the people o Bengal with 
the civillwtioo and religion of the early Hindu. ^ 
the Punjab. About this time Mr. Dutt also wrote 

aix Bengali novel., two social and four hiitorlcal. 

Two of fuese novels. Sangsar and 

kan he himself after hi. retirement rendered into 
^".H.h.-The Uke of Palm. (^atU and 
wfndu.. London! and The Slave Girl of Agra 
(Firf»er Unwin. London). When he was District 
Magistrate of Mymen.ingh he wrote A History of 
Civilisation of Ancient India (Kegan Paul. Undon), 
which presenU * graphic picture of the religion 
and the customs and «)cial life of the Indian people 
(rom«H>oB.C.torooo A. D. While in service 
he ddvoted himself to the amelioration of the 
condition of the peasantry of Bengal, and it was 
due mainly to hU efforts that The Bengal Tenancy 
Act was passed. 

After his retirement from service Mr. Dull 
wrote bis History of Early British Rule in India and 
India in the Victorian Age, (Kegan Paul, London) 
—a comprehensive economic history dealing also 
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wUb the sy*tem« of land teoores in India from 
1757 to 1900. Aboot this time allo he prodoced 
his Ramayana and Mababharata (J. M. Dent, 
Londony-^xtracu rendered into English verse 
front the great Epics of Ancient India. He U the 
author of Indian Poetry (J. M. Dent, London),~ 
selections rendered ipto English from the Rigveda, 
the Buddhist Literature, the Upanishads and the 
classical Sanskrit literature. Mr. Dett also wrote 
a large number of other books.' 

The memory of Romesh Chander Dutt Is still 
cherished in every home in Bengal, and his reputa* 
tion as an administrator, historian, a worker in his 
conntry’s cause, and a man of letters is far flung 
throughout India. As a tribute to his memory the 
people of India have built a beautiful museum and 
library in Calcutta—Romesh Bhavan—which houses 
a rare archaeological collection and a vast store of 
ancient manuscripts and books comprising, among 
others, the entire literature of Bengal. His noble 
life is best epitombed in the following foor simple 
lines that he wrote when he was a young man : 

Toil, 'tia the will of Bostm, 

Labour sU thy awrUl apaa, 

Bmt nato os is not given. 

Toil, and help thy brothar nan. 
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CHAPTBB I. 

THt Dawn of Lifb. 

Towards the end ol the twelyeth ceotory of 
the Christian era Mahammad Ghori conquered 
Aryavarta, and within the next two centuries the 
whole of Bharat\'arsha passed into the hands of 
the Moslems. After the conquest of this \’ast and 
wealthy kingdom for a hundred years or so the 
Moslems refrained from further aggressions, and 
they icuide no attempt to cross the great wall of 
the Vindhya mountains and the river Narbada and 
-extend their sway over the Deccan and Southern 
India. Towards the end of the thirteenth century, 
however, Ala*Dd>dln Khlljl, the Prince of Delhi 
crossed the Narbada with eight thousand horse 
and suddenly appeared before the Hindu capital, 
Devgarh. The Prince of Devgarh attacked Ala- 
ud.din with a strong force, but in that great battle 
the Hindus were defeated and were forced to 
purchase peace by the cession of the district 
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of EUichpar and a gift of a Urge som of 
money. Later, when AU>ad>din became Emperor 
of Delhi hit general Malik Kafur invaded the 
Deccan on three occasions and devastated and 
plundered the whole country from the Narbada to 
Cape Comorin in the south. Devgarh came under 
the.rule of the Mahomedan monarch of Delhi. In 
the fourteenth century Muhammad Tughlak after 
ascending the throne attempted to transfer the 
imperUI capitai from Delhi to Devgarh. He 
changed the name of the town to DauUtabad. 
The scheme was vigorously opposed by both 
the Hindu and the Mahomedan popuiation of 
the Deccan. The Hindus created a new Urge 
kingdom with its capital at Vijaynagar and the 
Mahomedans followed their example and built the 
powerful kingdom of DauUtabad. In course of 
time Vijaynagar and DauUtabad became the most 
powerful kingdoms in Southern lodU which for the 
next two, hundred years remained free from the 
attack of the Emperors of Delhi. 

But although danger frt>m Northern India 
ceased, perils continued to threaten the kingdom 
of Vijaynagar. The Hindus bad permitted the 
new kingdom of DauUtabad to be built in their 
neighbourhood. Hindu oational life was at the 
time feeble and decadent, *whereas that of the 
conqneriug Moslems was full of vigour and on the 
sscendant. So one race accomplished the down* 
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fall of the other. lo course of time DaulaUbad 
owiog to its size began to split op, and in place of 
one there grew op three targe and powerful king* 
doms, Bijapur, Golconda and Ahmadnagar. The 
Moslem kingdoms joined hands and in the jear 
1565 their united forces defeated the army of 
Vijaynagar and completely wiped out the Hindu 
kingdom. Bijapur, Golconda and Ahmadnagar. 
became henceforth the three most powerful king* 
doms in Southern India. The Hindu kingdoms of 
Karnat and Dravida in.course of time accepted the 
suzerainty of Bijapur and Golconda. 

In the year 1590 Emperor Akbar made an 
attempt to extend his empire over the Deccan, and 
before his death bis armies conquered the whole 
of Khandcsh and the greater part of Ahmadnagar. 
Hit grandson Shah Jahan effected the conquest of 
tj)e entire kingdom of Ahmadnagar by 163d, and 
ao at the time of our story Bijapur and Golconda 
were the only two powerful states in Southern 
India. 

It ia necessary for us now to understand the 
condition of the people of the Deccan, namely the 
Mahrattas, during the long period of wars and 
political disturbances. The Hindus were fairly 
prosperous under the Moslem rule of Ahmadnagar, 
Bijapur and Golconda. In reality the administra¬ 
tion was in a large measure carried on by the 
wisdom and skill of the Mahratta inhabitants. A 


• n VSIYAJI 


kio^dom 'Wi» divided Inlo a number of serkars 
iKCid each sarkar into a number of parganas. 
Occdsionally Moalem administrator* were appoint¬ 
ed over sarkars and parganat, but very frequently 
the. cdllectioD of the U»c* was entrusted to 
MahtatU ofBcUis who remitted the same to the 
fOysi tioisury. The MabralU country is moun- 
/ttinub*. countless fortresses had been built on 
the top of hills over this vast region. The Moslem 
mouarchs lhad no hesiuUon in entrusting the 
defence of these fortresses to the Mahratta*. The 
keepers of these fortihed castle* received yei/rV 
lands and from their proceeds met the expenses of 
the defence and upkeep of these castles. Besides 
the keepers and other chiefs a large number of 
Hin/u mansahdart were also employed. They 
were military officers in command of units of. one 
hundred, ^wo hundred, five hundred or a thousyd 
horse, and when required for purpose of war, were 
4 i obliged to assist their monarchs with their contin- 
gents. These officers enjoyed the revenues of 
V.^. /tfigiVf from which the pay of their men and other 
V expenses were met. Chandra Rao More was an 

officer in command of twelve thousand foot under 
the Sultan of Bljapur, and by his order he conquer. 
^ ed the entire trad of country between the rivers 

• Mira and Varna. So pleased was the SulUn with 
'• the achievement that he made gift of the con* 

• quered territory to Chandra Rao More as a ;aigtr 
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on (teyment of a nominal rent to him. Chandra 
Rao More and his deseondants to the leirinth 
geooration cnjoyod the title of Raja and ade>lBU> 
tered the country over a contented and happjn 
peoptO. Similarly, Rao Naek and his dcKendatfta 
administered Foltan.'and powerful MahraUa dynas* 
tiei governed Kapasl and Mudhol and the pro¬ 
vinces of Mallari and Mushwar, Jhalta and Warl. 
These families settled in their respective domains 
and continued to administer them for generations 


under the SulUn of' Bljapor • nfid •* someti^s- 
engaged In fierce wars amongst tbemselVesilllWW- 
are no feuds more deadly than domestic feuds. 
In the hilly MahraUa and Kunkan districU these 
feuds between leading chiefs were common at all 
times, and many a fierce fight was fought amongst 
them In the recesses of the mounUins or in the 
fertile valleys. Though much blood was shed this 
was a good and o« an evil sign. Physical eier- 
clse makes onr bodies firm and strong; in tike 
manner constant struggle, strife and conflict pre¬ 
serve and strengthen the life of a race. Thus the 
crimson dawn of MahratU ascendancy tinted the 


Indian sky long before the advent of Sivajl. 

There were two families of repute, those of 
Jadav Rao and Bhonsla, under the Sultan of 
Ahmadnagar. Throughout the MahratU country 
there was no more^powerful dynasty than that of 
Jadav Rao of Sindhn Kshira, and many are of 
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opinion th&t it had iU soorce in the aocient royal 
hooae that ruled over Devgarb. in the seven* 
teenth centory there was a great general named 
Lakshmiji Jadav Rao under the Sultan of Ahmad* 
nagar. He was in conrmand of a contingent of 
ten thousand horse and enjoyed the possession of 
an extensive jaigir. The Bhonsla family) although 
not as distinguished as that of Jadav Etao, was also 
noted for its greatness and power. Only the fact 
need be mentioned here that Sivajl's mother was 
descended from the stock of Jadav Rao and his 
father from that of Bhonsla- 


CHAPTER 11. 


Rachunathji Haviloar. 

The Undscape of Konkan awumes an awesome 
^aodeur in the season of the rains. In the spring 
one afternoon a striking beaoty invested the 
mountain scene. The sun had not set, but the entire 
sky was blotted out by large masses of dark heavy 
clouds, and the mounUin ranges all round and the 
endless stretch of forests were steeped in a deep 
gloom. There was no sound in the hills and the 
valleys, in the broad plains, in the sky or on the 
earth, as If nature had been hushed into silence 
by the dread of a mighty impending tempest. The 
mountain pathways in the nearer hills were visible, 
but the disUnt ranges covered with thick forest 
appeared as black silhouettes, and the deep 
valleys were steeped In absolute darkness. The 
mountain springs and rivulets that gleamed like 
silver threads in places, disappeared in the shadows 
below and only revealed their presence by the 
murmur of their waters. 

One sollUry horseman was seen swiftly moving 
along a mountain path. His steed was cover¬ 
ed with sweat and foam and his clothes were 
soiled with slosh and dost He seemed to 
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bAve UAvelled from a great distance. He carried 
a lance and a sword, and a shield orer hU left 
arm ; hU body was protected by bright armoor. 
HU dress and turban were of the Mahratta 
type. He appeared to be about eighteen years of 
age, but he was taller and his complexion some- 
whAt lighter than the average MahratU. The 
tropical sun and his hard duties had, however, 
brOnxed hU features. They had given physical 
strength and firmness to a well-knit body. A lofty 
forehead, bright eyes, a fair complexion and an 
open countenance full of youthful fire featured the 
yonng man. He jumped oS his mount to give the 
animal some reM, threw the reins over the branch of 
a tree, placed his lance against a tree-stem, wiped 
the perspiration from his brow, brushed back hia 
long hair that fell over his forehead and for a 
while gaied at the wide open sky. 

The aspect was awe-lnspiring and there could 
be no doubt that a terrific tempest was impending. 
A geiitle wind began to rise, a deep note came 
from the vast range of mountains and the heavy 
woods; the maffled roll of thunder vibrated through 
the air. One or two drops of rain fell on his 
dry Ups. ThU was no time to continue his 
course and a halt was opportune until the sky 
cleared. But the young man had no leisure for 
thought: the task he had in band was argent and 
his master would accept no excuses. Nor was it 
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In hU ntture to mAke delijn and offer excawa. 
He picked up his lance, jumped on hia steed that 
made the sword rattle, gazed at the skj for a 
moment and sped forward tike the wind waking 
the sleeping echoes of the mountains. 

Soon the tempest burst A flash of lightning 
qnivered across the sky from end to end, and a 
peal of thunder with multiplied, reverberations 
rattled over the endless mountain ranges. With'. 
a terrific roar and the might of a million demons 
the storm burst and seemed to shake the hills frons 
their very foundations : the deep woods around 
responded with piercing shrieks and groans ; the 
mountain springs and torrents flung their water 
in showering spray. A constant stream of light* 
ning revealed the terrific conflict of nature In that 
broad and open landscape ; a torrential shower of 
rain descended from the heavens, flooded the' 
mountains, the woods and the valleys and swelled 
the torrents and mountain streams. ** 

Undeterred by nature's tumult the horseman' 
continued his course with unabated speed, and at 
times it seemed that both man and horse would be 
blown off and hurled down into the valley. A 
branch of a tree carried 'by the wind tore hla 
turban and drew blood ftom his forehead, but his 
task could not be delayed and without a moment'a 
thought he continued his course with such precau¬ 
tions as the circumstances permitted. The down- 
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poor continued for three or four hoars end then 
the clouds began to lift. The rain stopped, and 
soon after the entire landscape of hills and forests, 
fresh from a bath, glowed with intense beauty in 
the level rays of the setting sun. 

The rider arrived at bis destination, the fortress 
of Torna, on the top of a hill. He stopped his 
horse, pushed back bis long hair from over his 
forehead and gazed on the plains below. A pano* 
rama of hills, fading away in the distance with its 
two or three thousand peaks towering above the 
valley and clothed from peak to base in dense 
foliage of vivid green, fresh from a nature’s bath 
and shimmering in the golden light ot the setting 
sun, presented a picture of ineffable lovelinesa. 
Nature’s fountains swollen by the rain proudly 
flung their showers of spray, gleaming with minia¬ 
ture rainbows, from hill to hill, and the level rays 
of the sinking sun painted the mountain sides and 
the entire landscape in ever changing and bewitch¬ 
ing colours. 

Tlie rider enjoyed the scene for a moment and 
then glancing at the sun he hastened towards the 
citadel. He presented his credentials and enter¬ 
ing the gate looked back and saw the sun about to 
disappear behind the horizon. There was a clang 
and a rattle and the gate closed. 

“You have not come a moment too soon," said 
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the warder ; “a moment'^ delay and you woald 
have passed the night ootslde the castle wall.” 

"That moment 1 managed' to save” he said ) 
”1 shall keep the promise I made to my master in 
presence ol the Goddess Bhawani. I shall com. 
municate his orders to the master of the fort to¬ 
night.” 

He presented himself in front of the palace 
. and was admitted. He made bis obeisance to 
the master and placed before him some papers 
which he drew out from his waist-band. 
The master, a Mawali and a trusted friend of 
.Sivaji, had been expecting these documents; 
without looking at the messenger he began to 
peruse them with great care and attention. 

War with the Emperor of Delhi was about to 
commence. The despatch dealt with the present 
political situation, the manner in which the master 
of Torna was required to assist Sivaji and contain- 
«d deUiled initrnctlons on various miliury 
matters. After perusing the letters he fixed his 
eyes on the envoy. He was struck with bis youth¬ 
ful appearance, his frank and open countenance, 
graced with a profusion of long jet black hair that 
fell over his forehead, and his tall and well-knit 
form. He looked at the documenU again and 
then fixing a piercing gase at the yoong soldier, 
be said : "Havildar, your name is Ragbunathji: 
jron are a Kshatriya 
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Raghanath asaeoted with a reapectful bow. 

"In appearance jou are only a lad, bat I 
believe yoa woold not shrink from any duty, how> 
ever dilBcuIti that may be entrasted to yon." 

"A man can but do his best: I have never yet 
failed my master: success is in the hands of the 
Goddess Bhawaoi." 

"How did yoa do the journey from Singhagarlv 
to Toima so quickly ?*’ 

"I had promised to do so." 

The master of the fort smiled. He was pleas¬ 
ed with the reply. "Your appearance" he said "is 
snfRcient proof of the manner In which you diS' 
char^ your duty." Water was dripping from 
Raghunath’s dothing and bis forehead was mark¬ 
ed with blood. 

Later, the master questioned him minutely 
about Poona, about the Mahrattas, the Rajput and 
the Moghul forces, and their respective strength. 
Raghunath gave him all the information that he 
possessed. 

"See me tomorrow morning" said the master 
of the fort, "and my letters will be ready. And 
convey from me to Sivaji the message that the 
envoy he has chosen to perform this very lmpor> 
tant duty is not unworthy of it." Raghunath 
expressed his gratitude, with a respectful bow. 

He then left the presence of the master. 
The latter had tested him' minutely with. 
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■qoestioas as U was necessary to send some very 
secret Information and advices to Sivaji. This 
coold not all be done in the form of docnmenU 
there was risk of their falling; in the hands 
the enemy. Some very secret advices bad to 
cofnmanicated verbally, and the master of the fort 
wished to make sure that neither bribery or other 
means would induce the messenger to betray them. 
After Raghunath had left him he smiled and 
muttered : “In these matters Sivaji is very wise : 
4)e slways gels the right man for every task." 


3 if 


CHAPTEB III. 

Sarayv Bala. 

Leaving the master of the fort Raghunath 
made his way towards the temple of Bhawani. 
Soon ^ter the acquisition of this fortress of Toma 
Slvaji bad built a temple and Installed an image of 
the Goddess Bhawani in it, and he appointed a 
high born Brahmin from Ambar as priest of the 
temple. It was always the practice of the 
Mahratta leader to offer'propitiatory offerings to 
the Goddess before embarking on any important 
enterprise. 

Rsghunsth proceeded towards the temple with 
a light heart humming a war song, bis long hair 
floating in the breese. The evening shadows were 
closing round when he approached the temple. 
The white building looked beautiful in the fading 
tight of the western sky. A small flower garden 
by the side of the temple was in the shadows. . 
The priest was not in his quarters. f<aghunath 
sat down on a rock in the garden and rested. 

While he waited a young girl strolled into the 
garden to gather flowers. Raghunath was struck 
with her appearance for she did not belong to that 
country. Her costume revealed her Rajput des* 
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eeot. Hii heart leaped within him at the tight of 
a girl from hit own country after to many yeara. 
He longed to go up to her and question her about 
herself, but subduing the impulse he continued 
seated on the rock under a tree with his eyes fixed 
on her. The more he gazed the more drawn he 
felt to the girl. 

The girl was approximately thirteen years of 
age. Her black hair, glossy as silk, covered her 
neck and back and partially shaded her features 
and her large dark eyes. Her arched eye.brows, 
as if drawn by a painter’s brush, heightened the 
beauty of her smooth clear forehead. Her tips 
were delicate, bIood.red. Gold armlets and 
bracelets decorated her gracefully rounded arms 
and wrists. The evening light fell on her brow 
and brightened the lustre of a complexion of 
molten gold. A necklace graced her neck and 
rested on the gentle swell of her bosom. Raghu- 
nath gazed at the Rajput girl, veiled by the sub. 
dued light of the evening, with open eyes of 
wonder. His soul vibrated with a joy he had never 
known before. 

She gathered her flowers and as she was about 
to leave the garden her eyes fell on a Utl and 
welUbttiit youth at a little disUnce. He. was 
gazing at her. The colour mounted to her face 
and she bent down her head. She looked again. 
He was stilt there. His flowing hair shaded a 
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noble brow wd * p»lr of bright eye>. A sword 
hung by hi» side *nd in his right hand was a 
lance. He was gating at her with wide motion, 
leu eyes. She was surprised to see a soldier 
from her own country in a Mahratu fortress. She 

>^as struck by bis noble appearance. She bent 
down her head again and with her bouquet of 
flowers she went in. 

Righuoatb came to himself. He slowly w^k. 
<d towards tbe temple to meet the pnest. His 
countenance was thoughtful. He ent^ed the 
building and waited for the holy man. We shall 
Uke thU opportunity to »y a few words about the 

Brahmin. , 

We have already said that he belonged to a 

noble family of RajpuWna. His name was Jan«- 
dan Deb. He was a member of the council of Jal 
Singh, the famous Raja of Ambar ; At the request 
of Slvsji and with the the consent of the raja he 
oame to reside in the fort of Torna which was 
Slvijl-s first acquisition. He had no children, but 
shortly before he left his country he had under- 

taken the charge of a Kshatriva girl. Her father 

was a friend of his childhood and her mother and 
Janac4an’s wife were like sisters. After the death 
of herparpplis Jaoardan and his wife took 
of'tbe oitphao Kshalriya girl and toolf her with 
Item to Tpma and brought her .upwas their own 

oblld. After the death-pf Janatdan’s wife the 
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KthAtriyA girl became the sole object of hts affec- 
tiop. Sarayu regarded and loved Janardan as her 
father. In coarse of time she grew up to be a 
beautiful girl, and people in the fort chaiSngly 
called the Brahmin Kanva Muni and the girl 
Sakuntala. The sorrows of hts eiile were 
relieved by the love and attachment of his adopted 
daughter. 

Janardan entered the temple where Raghonath 
bad been waiting for him. He was about fifty 
years of age, tall and still strong. His eyes mir¬ 
rored peace. His chest was broad and his arms 
long and powerful. He had a fair complexion. 
His sacred thread hung from hts shoulders. His 
countenance revealed the purity of his mind and 
his frank simple heart. With slow steps he en¬ 
tered tho temple. Ragbnath rose from his seat 
respectfully. 

After the exchange of a few words of courtesy 
they sat down and Janardan asked news of Sivaji. 
Raghunath furnished all the news of the war that 
he.possessed, conveyed the greetings of his master 
and placed a few ^Id coins 4n his hand. 

"My master will shortly commence hostilities 
with the Moghuls" he said ; "it is bis prayer that 
propitiatory offerings be made to the Coddess 
for bis victory. Human effort is vain without he^ 
blessings.” 

Janardan replied in a deep solemn voice. "It 
2 
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is onr doty to do oor utmost for the preservation of 
the troe religion. I shall sorely make soltable 
offerings to the Goddess for the victory of Slvajl 
who is the main support of that religion, Tell yoor 
master there will be no default or neglect in thia 
respect." 

“My master has another prayer he wishes to 
lay at the feet of the Goddess. He will shortly be 
involved in a great war. Will the Devi be pleased 
to reveal the future event ? With your divine 
knowledge and penetrating vision you can satisfy 
the wish of my master." 

Janardan closed bis eyes for a while and then 
replied in a deep voice : “I shall lay Sivaji's prayer 
before the Devi; you will get the answer to¬ 
morrow at dawn." 

Raghunath thanked the priest and was about to 
leave when the latter asked. "I have never seen 
you here before ; is this your first visit to Torna T* 

'^Yes, 1 arrived here to.day" replied Raghunath. 

"Do you know any one in the fortresa f Have 
you a place to sleep in ?" 

“No, 1 do not know any one here, but I shall 
find a place somewhere to pass the night; to¬ 
morrow morning 1 leave." 

“There is no need for you to be inconvenienced" 
said the priest. 

“1 shall not be inconvenienced : we have often 
to pass nights in strange places. 
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Raghunath's frank and open countenance and 
his manner of speaking touched the heart of 
the priest. “My boy”; he said, “pain and suffering 
are unavoidable in war, but there Is no reason why 
you should have an uncomfortable night here. 
Remain In this temple, my adopted daughter will 
prepare a meal for yon ; take a good night’s rest 
and to-morrow morning yon can carry the message 
of the Goddess to Slvaji." 

Raghnnath fell a sodden thrfll within him ; he 
felt something knock against bis heart. Was this 
]oy or pain ; Who was the adopted daughter ? 
Was she the beautiful Rajput girl he had seen in 
the garden ? 


CHAPTER IV. 


The Necklace. 

At 9 o’clock ia the evening. Sanyu «t her 
f&ther’s request arranged a neal for their gueat. 
Ragbuoath took hU teat while she stood behind 
him. It has always been a custom amongst the 
Mahrattas, which continues even now, for some 
lady of the family to attend on the guest perso' 
naily during his meals. 

Raghonatb sat down but his heart was restless. 
Sarayu had prepared various kinds of dishes, but 
the guest did not quite know what he ate. Janardan, 
the priest, talked eagerly about his native land, 
Rajasthan. Ragbunath replied to his questions 
mechanically ; his thoughts were elsewhere. The 
meal ended. Sarayo placed skarbat before him 
in a white stone cup. Raghunath looked at her 
with longing eyes, his whole soul was concentrated 
in the gaie. Their eyes met; a blush coloured her 
features ; she closed her eyes, bent down her head 
and slowly moved away. Raghunath, ashamed of 
his Impropriety, looked down upon the ground. 

Sarayu brought some water with which to wash 
his bands and placed it before him. Raghunath 
was not a barbarian. He did not raise his head ; 
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he merely looked at her beautiful band* and the 
soft curves of her armi with their gold rings and 
armlets. 

A bed \ra5 spread for him. Raghunath instead 
of lying down opened the door and strolled out 
into the adjacent garden. 

He gazed at the wide open sky jewelled with 
stars. Where were hla thoughts f The shadows 
of the night deepened. In the solemn darkness 
man, beast and all living things seemed to be 
wrapped in slumber. There was no sound in the 
fortress except the occasional cry of the watchmen. 
The note of the bells that marked the passing of the 
hours roosed the echoes of the surrounding hills on 
that moonless night. He could not lie down and 
rest. Where were his thoughts ? 

Why he wis pacing the lonely garden Raghu¬ 
nath could not tell. He had been a child so tong. 
Tonight a new light seemed to appear In the 
peaceful blue sky of hU life; a latent feeling, a 
powerful impulse awoke within him. Again and 
again the picture of the^Rajput girl appeared 
before his eyes,—the delicate pencilled eye-brows, 
the sweet flower Ups, the jet-black hair, the large 
soft eyes, the ravishing beauty. Raghunath I can 
you aspire to that lovely form ? You are only a 
common havildar. Janardao is a Brahmin of noble 
descent and Sarayu a fit bride for a royal prince. 
Why do you torture yoor soul with a vain hope ? 
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Why do you cherish a borniug thirst that cat) never 
be quenched f 

But in our youth hope U all powerful and we 
do not easily ^ve way to desttalr. Things that 
cannot be done we consider possible ; the impro* 
bable we consider probable. Long did he gase at 
the sky wrapped in thought. He then stood up 
aud placed his bands on bis chest. Thus he re^ 
mained for a long while. 

“God help me and I shall certainly succeed,“ 
he mattered. “Fame, repuUlion, glory, man can 
achieve : why should 1 not achieve them f Is my 
body less firm, my arm less powerful than those of 
others f Oh Gods, help me. My father’s fame 
shall live in me, I shall achieve the glory worthy 
of a Rajput: and then f If I attain success, 
Sarayu, I shall not be unworthy oi you. t shall 
tell you in the fom of,a beautiful story what 1 have 
thought and felt tonight : your sweet hands I shall 
place over this yearning heart, and those lips, 
like the petals of a rose, 1 shall—” 

Raghuoath I Raghunath I Beware of madness. 

. With his mind somewhat appeasedas he turn¬ 
ed to go to his room he noticed a necklace lying 
on the ground, a string of corals and pearls,—a 
coral between two pearls on either side. She had 
been wearing this necklace' in the evening and 
had probably dropped it while she was going in. 
Raghuoath looked up at the sky. “O God I” he 
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muttered, *'is this Tlijr token of the fulfilment oi 
mjr hopes ?*' 

He fell asleep in his bed with the necklace 
close to his heart. Next morning he met Janardan 
Dev and ascertained the message of the Goddess. 
“Victory in a war with the Afl«cktkat-~for«\goen ; 
defeat in a war with the- Hindas.*' This was the 
message. 

Before leaving the fort Ragbtinath saw Sanyo 
once again. In the morning when she came to 
the garden to pick flowers Raghunath approached 
her. Suppressing his feelings he spoke In a 
^reraulous voice. “Lady” he said “I found this 
necklace last evening lying here on the ground. 
] have come to return it to you. Please forgive 
the intrusion.” 

Sarayu heard these gentle words and turned 
round. She saw the same young soldier with the 
frank handsome face, the lofty forehead shaded by 
a profusion of flowing locks, the sparkling eyes. 
A deep blush suffused her fair features. 

“With your permission, lady,” he said, “may 
I place this necklace in its proper place. Pray 
grant me this request and God will make you 
happy." 

Sarayu turned her eyes on Raghunath. Her 
heart flattered at the gaae of those large eyes. 
Bashfulness overwhelmed her and her face flushed 
crimson. She closed her eyes. Receiving this 
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as a token tacit assent Raghunath gently placed 
the necklace roand her neck. His hands did not 
touch her form. 

After a pause he said "Lady, give me your 
leave to depart." 

Mastering her emotions and bashfolness she 
tamed her gate on Raghunath for a moment, and 
then looking away she spoke in a low voke. 
am very gratefnl to you," she said, "if you visit 
their fort again 1 trust you will stay in my father's 
house." 

Like fresh drops of rain to the thirsty sky¬ 
lark or the crimson dawn to the benighted 
traveller, these 6rst words of Sarayu Aoode4» 
the heart of Raghunath with a feeling of exquisite 
joy. "Lady", he said, "I am the servant of another, 
my profession is arms ; I do not know when 1 
shall come here again, if I ever do ; but so long as 
I' live, not for a single moment shall I cease to 
remember your courtesy, your kindness and 
your divine form." 

Sarayu could make no reply. Raghunath saw 
that her eyes were wet; his own moistened. 


CHA.PTEB V. 


Sayesta Khan. 

Although Sivaji's power and the extent oC hla 
territory and the namber of hie forts were daily 
increasing for'sometime, the Emperor of Delhi 
made no serious attempt to bring him under con« 
trol until the year 1660 . That year Sayesta Khan, 
decorated with the title of Amir-ul-Umra, was 
appointed Supreme Governor of the. Deccan and 
received instruction to subdue Sivaji. The same 
year Sayesta Khan took possession of Poona and 
the fort of Chakan and some other places, and In the 
following year, that is, when our story begins, he 
made arrangements completely to destroy Sivaji. 
The same year Jaswant Singh, the famous Raja 
of Marwar, by the Emperor’s command joined 
Sayesta Khan with a powerful force and thus made 
the position of Sivaji extremely perilous. The 
Moghul and Rajput troops made their camp near 
Poona, and Sayesta Khan himself took up his resi¬ 
dence in the house of Dadaji Kanal Dev where 
Sivaji had passed his childhood days with his 
mother. Sayesta Khan was folly aware of Sivajl's 
crafty methods, and he gave orders that no 
Mahratta was to be admitted within the town 
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without 4 passport. Sivaji was in Singhagarh, a 
fortress io the vicinity of Poona. The Mahrattas 
at the time had little experience of war and It was 
not possible for them to meet the well-trained 
imperial troops In the open field. I'he only way 
to maintain and extend Hindu power, Sivaji 
found, was by clever tactics. 

One evening towards the end of Chaitra 
Sayesta Khan convened his ministers and coun¬ 
cillors to a conference to discuss war matters and 
the ways and means of crushing Sivaji. The 
conference was held in the home of Dadsji Kanai 
Dev. 'fhe hall was brilliantly lighted and a breeze 
came in through the open windows with a refresh¬ 
ing smell of flowers. The sky was dark outside 
and only a few stars were visible. 

.Anori, a courtier, spoke. "The Mahrattas will 
fly before the Amir's forces like leaves In a storm 
or they will bide themselves In the earth." 

There was an old soldier In the conference 
named Chand Khan who had experience of the 
courage and shrewdness of the Mahrattas. "Yes" 
he said, "they arc quick to move and difficult to 
locate." 

"How do you know that ?" asked Sayesta 
Khan. 

"A small number of Mahrattas found their way 
into the fort of Chakan last year. Your houour 
remembers that it took us fully two months with 
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all our forces to extricate them and to reduce the 
fortressi We lost a great number of soldiers to 
get possession of a single fortress. And again 
titis year, insplte of the presence of our troops all 
round,Nitaiji flew across the sky and devastated the 
whole country up to the confines of Ahmadnagar 
and Aurangabad. 

•'Chand Khan is getting old : he Is now afraid 
of a mountain rat" said Sayesta Khan ; *‘he was 
different In the old days." Sayesta Khan flushed 
with anger but said nothing. 

“•Yoor honour has described the Mahratta 
correctly,” said Anorl, "he is a species of the 
mountain rat that can hide himself in a hole.” 

“I trust the mountain rat may not find a suit¬ 
able hole in Poona and come out for mischief,"said 
Chand Khan. 

"We have thousands of Delhi caU here with 
sharp claws : the rat will be harmless” replied 
Sayesta Khan. 

This remark was greeted with a chorus of 
"Karamat /Caramat.’* 

Many such jokes were made and then the 
conversation turned to the strategy of the war. 
Since the storming of Chakan Sayesta Khan had 
realised the difficulty of reducing Slvaji by the 
method of capturing his fortresses. He said: 
"The region bristles with mountain fortresses, and 
If we are to take them one by one there is no 
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certainty when we shall gain oar objectiee, If we 
do do so at all." 

“Your honour knows that the strength of the 
Mabrallas lies in these fortresses." said Chand 
Khan. "They will never fight a pitched battle ; 
and If they do and are beaten, no harm will be 
done. p>e country is hilly, their troops will fly 
from one spot and appear In another from a dlf. 
ferent direction. We shall not be able to get 
news of their movements. But If we take their 
fortresses one by one they most ultimately sub- 
mit.” 

“Can't we pursue and overtake the Mahrattas 
when they are running away aftjr a defeat in a 
pitched battle ? We have a strong cavalry. Can't 
we follow them and destroy their entire army ? 

"If there is a pitched battle the Moghuls must 
^*rt*i*>ly win." said Chand Khan. If we can catch 
the enemy we shall cerUinly destroy him ; there 
Is no doubt of that. But no cavalry in Hinduslhao 
can overtake the Mahratta horsemen in this 
hilly r^ion. Our steeds are big, our horsemen 
are heavily armed and carry many weapons; on level 
ground in a pitched battle their charge U terrific, 
irresistable; but in a mountainous country they 
cannot act efficiently. Whereas, the small Mahratta 
ponies, like mountain goats, can leap from'crag to 
crag, run up the hills and can fly like the mountain 
deer through valleys and gorges with the greatest 
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ease. Your honour will please listen to my advice. 
Slvaji is just now in Singhagarh. A month or two, 
or perhaps three, and we shall take the place : 
Sivaji will be our prisoner and the Emperor will 
secure an easy victory. What do we gain 
by waiting for the Mahratus in this place In 
the vain hope of pursuing them if they appear. 
Not long ago Nitalji passed quite close to us 
and devastated Ahmadnagar and Ahmadabad. 
Rustum JIaman pursued him. What did be 
achieve 

'‘Rustum Jaman acted like a traitor or Nitaiji 
would not have escaped so easily," said Sayesta 
Khan with great wrath, "1 shall see that be is 
suitably punished. You too oppose a pitched 
battle with the enemy, Chand Kltau ; is there not a 
single courageous man among the Emperor^s 
soldiers ?** 

Chand Khan’s face flushed with anger; be 
turned away his head and wiped a tear>drop from 
his eye ; then fixing a steady gate on Sayesta 
Khan he said slowly : “I am not competent to give 
advice ; your honour will make your plans ; your 
servant will not shirk any task that may lie lm< 
posed on him." 

At this moment a sentry announced the arrival 
of an envoy from Singhagarh, a Brahmin named 
Mahadeoji Nlaya Sastri. He was waiting below. 
Sayesta Khan was expecting him. He ordered him 
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(o be brooght in. Everybody felt curious to see 
him. 

After a while Mahadeoji Niaya Sastri entered 
the council hall. He appeared not less than forty 
years of a^ ; be had the Mahratta build and was 
short and dark. Clear cut features, a broad chest, 
long arms and sparkling intelligent eyes charac* 
terited the man. A band of sandal-paste decorat¬ 
ed his forehead ; the Brahminical sacred thread 
hung loose from his shoulder; a long cotton- 
quilted coat covered his body so that the lines of 
his figure could not be seen ; an enormous turban 
on his head cast a heavy shadow over his features. 
Sayesta Khan greeted the messenger and offered 
him a seat. 

“And what is the news of Singbagarh ?“ asked 
Sayesta Khan. 

Mahadeoji recited a Sanskrit couplet: 

Which means : In the forest of Dandaka, in 
the woods of Panchavati there are hundreds of 
rivers, but can those efface the sorrow of separa¬ 
tion from the river Sarayu from the heart of 
Raghava ? Sivaji yet possesses hundreds of for¬ 
tresses, but Poona is in your hands : the sorrow 
cannot be effaced front his heart.” 

Sayesta Khan was pleased. “Yes,” he said, 
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“I «in ia possestion of the principal fortrCM and 
tell your Maiter that further light is uaeleaa. 
Submission to Delhi is now his only hope of 
safety." 

The Brahmin smiled and recited another 
couplet: 

” fui^i ff fvrfsnm' • 

SfWn Q i" 

This means : The skylark cannot convey bis 
desire to the cloud in words, bnt the clond nnder- 
stands the desire and through the kindness of bis 
heart satlsiies it. This is the manner of great 
men towards supplicants. My master Sivaji has 
lost Poona and the fortress of Chakan but he 
is ashamed to seek for peace, and yet he will 
gratefully accept whatever your honour's genero¬ 
sity nay offer." 

Sayesta Khan could not suppress his delight. 
"Punditji," he said, "I cannot tell you how pleased 
I am with your learning. How beautiful and 
pregnant of thought is your Sanskrit language. Is 
Sivaji really anxious for peace ?" 

Mabadeoji replied: 

nrfg^ vifg nviffa H.W n" 

Which means : the beasts of the forest being 
terrified by the mighty power of the lion cry out 
'O. Deva ! O Raja t spare us. spare us.* In other 
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word., lumiMed to death by the Here® prowess 
of Delhi's force* our cry U 'spare u*. spare us.’ 

Unable to suppre*. hi. delight Sayesta Khan 
oxclaimed. “Brahmin Pundit. 1 am pleased with 
your learning. If you are here with a proposal 
of peace from SWaji let me see your letter of 
authority." 

From the depths of hU thick clothing the 
Brahmin produced a document. SayesU Khan 
examined It carefully for a long time and said 
“Yes, I am satisfied ; now what is the proposal ?*’ 

•‘My master is of opinion," said the Brahmin, 
■'that since the war has begun wltb a victory for 
the enemy It I* useless to prolong It." 

-Good." 

“And. therefore, he U anxious for peace." 

"Good." 

"And he wishes to know the terms which the 
Emperor of Delhi will be pleased to offer. My 
master will try to accommodate him to the best of 


his power." 

•■Is your master wHliog to accept to the suse- 
rainty of Delhi ?” asked SayesU Khan. 

"I have no authority to answer that question, 
replied the Brahmin. "If your honour will let me 
know the terms. I shall place them before my 
master and communicate hU decision to you.’ 

“Good," uid SayesU Khan. Firstly, your 
master must submit to the suxerainty of the 
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Emp«for of Delhi: »ecoBdly. the fortreues th*t 
have already been conquered muet remain with 
os ; thirdly, Slnghagtrh and some other fortresses 
most be handed over to tu." 

“What other fortresses asked the Brah¬ 
min. 

“That I shall let you know in the course of a 
day or two. Fourthly, the fortresses and the terrU 
tory which Sivaji will be allowed to reUln, he 
must hold ^ijaigir under the Emperor and pay an 
annual rent for them. Convey these terms to your 
ihaster and let me have his answer shortly." 

“I shall carry out your honour’s directions" 
replied the Brahmin, "and until peace is esUbllshed 
4helf will be truce?" 

“Certainly not" exclaimed Sayesta Khan, “I 
do not trust the cunning, deceitful Mahrattas. 
There Is no deception to which they will not stoop. 
So long peace is not established this war most go 
on. We shall try to destroy you and you can do 
the same to us," 

"Be U so” said the Brahmin. He then took 
his leave and went out of the hall. Hli eyes 
seemed to emit sparks Of Are. 

He came down with stow steps. He examined 
•every room, every door, carefully as he descended. 
This sroused the curiosity of a sentry who asked 
.him what he was doing. 

"This is the house where my roaster Sivaji 

3 


34 


SIVAJI i- 


pissed tbe days of bis cbildhood," answered- the 
drihmio, 'tbu. ilso hu passed Into‘your hands. 
It seems yon will capture all our fortresses one by 
one. O God I" / 

The sentry laughed. “Why this vain regret ?** 
he said ; “do your duty.'* 

j “You are right” answered tbe Brahmin, and he 
'walked out of tbe house. Within a few minutes ho 
had mingled with tbe crowd and was seen no^ 
more. 




CHAPTEB VT. 

The Pribst of thC auspicious Ceremony. 

Tbe Beabmin pasMd through a number • of 
.streets io Poona examining the surroundings very 
carefolty as-he went,along. He entered one or two 
.shops on the pretext e/ making purchases and 
■gained information about certain matters he wished 
to know. He then left the bazaar behind, and 
taming from the main road entered a narrow lane. 
The lights there had been pot out and the people 
had closed their doors and retired for the night. 

The Brahmin proceeded along the lane for 
quite a distance. ‘ The sky was dark above and 
.only a few stars were visible. The people were 
asleep in their booses and the world was sUe^t. 
Something .roused the suspicion of the Brahmin ; 
be thought be beard footsteps behind bUn. ^He 
stopped for a while, the sound hp 'seemed to have 
heard also ceased, I 

He resumed his course. A little; while later 
he thought that someone was following him. He 
felt uneasy. Who was dogging him on that dark 
.night? A friend or foe ? If a foe, did he recog¬ 
nise him ? In a state of deep apprehensloa be 
stopped to think and then silently drew out a knife 
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from ihe qoiUed »leeve of hU co«i and took his 
stand on one side of the lane. He peered into the 
thick darkness for a long while. No, there was no¬ 
body near ; the whole' town was silent and without 
a sound. 

Filled with BUSpicioo the Brahmin returned to 
the well-lighted bazaar. It was still alive .with 
people of different nationalities buying and selling 
things. ’He mingled wlih the throng, and then 
very suddenly he turned into another lane and 
threading his way with quick steps through a 
number of by-lanes arrived on the outskirts 
of the town. There he stopped, and holding bis 
breath for a long time, waited. There was not a 
sound. On all sides the roads, ghats, huts and 
buildings were wrapped in deep silence ; the black 
sky threw its shadow on the world. Suddenly he 
heard a cty ; his heart Battered; he waited, 
silent. 

Again the cry. He felt relieved. It was the 
watchman doing his rounds ; unfortuoately he ap¬ 
peared to be coming op the very lane where the 
Brahmin bad taken his stand. The lane was very 
narrow. The Brahmin drew his knife again and 
remained stationary protected by the Impenitrable 
darkness. 

The watchman slowly came to the spot and 
cast his glance around him. He (ooked in the 
direction where Mahadeoji was standing. The 
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Bnhmin’s hcErt flattered. He gripped hU knife 
firmly, held hii breith and stood. 

The black curtain of the night saved him. With 
slow steps* the watchman passed withoot seeing 
him. Mahadeoji now came out of the recess where 
he had concealed himself and wiped the peripira* 
tion from bis brow. 

He then knocked at an adjacent door. It 
opened and a Mabratta soldier attached to Sayes- 
la Khan's army came out. They proceeded to> 
gather to a very secluded and Inaccessible spot 
of the town and sat down. 

"Is everything ready asked the Brahmin. 

"Everything,** was the reply. 

“Have you got the licence ?** 

"I have." 

A faint sound of footsteps was heard again. 
The Brahbin this time, his eyes burning with ragei 
stepped forward knife in band. He looked Into 
the darkness and waited. A long pause. He 
could see nothing. He went back slowly to his 
companion. 

“Have yon come armed ?" he inquired. 

The Mahratta soldier drew out a knife from 
his bosom. 

“Good, be on the alert; when is the wedding ?** 

“Tomorrow." . 

"Have you got the permission ?** asked the 
Brahmin. 
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“For how many men 

muBlcUfis and thirty armed guatd*^’ 
aliswered the - Mahratta ; '*more they Would not 
allow.** 

•*That*$ enough.- What time 

“One prah»r at night.” 

-I “Good. The bridegroofn'a party will atari fdom 
(hit direction.'' 

“I thall remenber** said the Mahratta.- 
> ''The music mutt be very loud.” 

“1 shall remember.” ./«> .. - > 

''Get ae many friends lind relitiena you- can” to 
join the marriage pfOcession,” said the'Brahmin. 

“I shall remember.” ' .-i 

The Brahmin smiled. “1 shall be the prldsl on 
the occasion.^ The noise of the celebrations will 
be beard throeghout India.” 

' -While he was speaking an arrOw' from the dark-> 
nods struck.the Brabmin on the chest. The shaft 
wohld have proved fatal bbt .for the protective > 
armour under the quilted coat which saved his |ife.'> 
The arrow Broke in' spTlnfers and fell off. A epear 
haiidd with terrific forcd followed the at’roW, sttuck 
(he Brahmin and threw him on the ground, but- 
the Sti^ng Arm'oof resisted the Mow. Tbe -Brahmin 
rose to his feet. A tall Mc^ul soldier was standing 
before h'hn. R was Chand Khan. Hesprongopon the 
Brahmin and struck him fiercely -with bis swords 
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Tbe Y^oaderful trinoar a^aio turned back the 
blow. 

"In an evU moment have you followed ne," 
•cried the Brahmin, drawing bU knife from bis 
sleeve and flashing it aloft In the twinkling of an 
eye it descended on the chest <A the Moghul and 
felled, him. 

The Brahmin’s eyes were blaiing; his lips were 
compressed. , He'drew out tbe knife from the hor 
man sheath and inserted it in bis coat-sleeve, 
"Sayesta Khan, this is the first, answer to the 
slander uttered against the Mahrattas;. tbe 
second wtil follow tomorrow by the grace of 
Bhawanl.” 

' At tbe moment when Chand Khan sacrificed 
(bis life in tbe service of his roaster, Sayesta Khan 
was dreaming beantlful dreams of his easy victory 
over SIvaji. 

Tbe Mabratta soldier had watched with amaze¬ 
ment- the incident that had. occocred so qorckly. 
"What have yoo done?" he said. **7^11 will bf 
noised through.the towaand .wreck our plans.,for 
tomorrow." “.rT*... . 

"Have no foar" said, tbe brahmin., "Chiand 
Khan was rebuked today ,by his matter. L know 
this, and bis sbsence from dburt for a few , days 
will not arouse saqik^n. Throw the bo^y into 
that deep well and remember, tomorrow,'at .one 
/raAar. In Uve. evening," . , • iU 
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"At ooe frthar in the evening" replied the 
MahrAtta soldier. 

The Brahmic silentijr left the town of Poona. 
He was challeng;ed by the sentinels at three or 
foor spots. He showed bis pata*port and safely 
left the place. 

Chand Khan had been called a coward in the 
assembly. His hair had grown grey in military 
service; he had never before been accosed of 
cowardice. He had been terribly hurt, but he 
would not reveal his feelings to others. He was 
resolved to wipe out the stain on his character 
by some daring deed or to dfe In the attempt. 

The behaviour of the Brahmin had aroused his 
suspicion. ^He knew Sivaji only too well. He 
knew of the large number of fortresses under his* 
command, the fleetness of his cavalry, his deep 
attachment for the Hindu religion, his purpose for 
the establishment ot Hindu Raj, his solemn vow 
for the restoration of Hindu freedom all this 
Chand .Khan knew. It was not possible, he thought, 
that at the very commencement of hostilities Sivajit 
would acknowledge defeat and crave for terms of 
peace. And yCt the Brahmin had his credentials 
from Sivaji himself. Who was the Brahmin ^ 
What were his secret tntentions ? 

The words of the Brahmin had aroused his- 
suspicion. He had noticed the fire blase op in 
his eyes at the words of reproach of the Mabrattas. 
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He did not wl§h to express hU opinion to SsyesU 
Klun because be knew he would be rebuked 
again, but ho made op his mind to seUe the false 
envoy. He followed this man. He followed blm 
through lanes and by-Unes without being seen 
himself ! he never lost sight of him. 

He had heard the conversation between the 
‘ Brahmin and the Mahratta soldier and at once 
understood the whole business. He decided to 
kill the false envoy and take the other man 
prisoner to his master | this would restore him to 
favour again. “SayesU Khan,'* he muttered under 
his breath, "not in vain has my hair grown grey In 
military service. I am not a coward : lam not a 
traitor: I sjiail reveal the conspiracy I have detect¬ 
ed and perhaps my advice In future wUl be 
treated with a little more conrideration.” But 
Chand Khan's hopes were not destined to be ful¬ 
filled. Hope Is illusory. 

Sayesta Khan, your unkind words have cost 
you the life of a priceless hero. When danger 
comes you will remember him, but you will not 
find him. 
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/nni ji - If 

Raja Jaswai^ SinCH. 

It is mtdnlg^ht Rsja Jaswant Sinj^h is 

*«aftdd alone fo his tent with his chin resting on 
KU!-haed. - He is deep* In thoaght. A-solitary 
Uimp is'barnin^ in front of him. He is alone. 

The arrival of a Mahratta envoy Is announced. 
Jaswant Singh orders bin to be brought in. He 
has been expecting him.'i j' . 

’ Mahadeojl Niaya Sastri enters the tent. Jasi^ant 
Siiigh receives him-courteously-and offers him « 
shat. 'They both sit-down. 

' Neither of them spoke for a while. The Raja 
appeared to be engrossed in his thoughts. • At last 
Jaswant spoke. **! have read your master's 
letters" he said ; “do you bring any fresh pro< 
poaBls?-l 

*'1 have not been sent with any proposals’* 
replied the envoy ; "1 have been sent to meet your 
highness.’* , 

“Poona and Chakan aro-the only two places 
we have taken. Is this the cause of your master's 
grief ? 

“No. not for the loss of these places -is he 
grieved ; he has innumerable fortresses still in his 
possession.'' 
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“Then perhtp* Ihe perir In which he hat ^ 
IfiVolved himself by a wsr with the Moj'huU has 
made him unhappy''* said the Raja. 

'•Perils are a patt’of hli life", replied the envoy. 

"What then It the cause o( his grief ques¬ 
tioned the Raja. 

"The emblem of Hindu Raj, the glory of the 
Kshatrlya race, the protector of the true religion, 
he U to-day the slave of the foreigner. ThU fs 
the chuse of niy blaster's grief,” Said the ehToy. 

Jasw4nt's face flushed crlmMn. Mahadecfli 
appeared not to notice it and continued to speak.' 
"Maharaja !*' he said "yon are connected, with the 
illnstrious family of Pratap Siogh nf Mewar ; you 
are the renowned monarch of the great kingdom 
of Marwar; your fame fills the whole of Rajas¬ 
than ; your courage and gallantry on the banks of' 
the Sipra startled and amazed even the Emperor' 
Aurangzeb. You are the strongest pillar of the' 
true religion for entire Bharaivarsha ; for your* 
glory and vtciory prayers a^ bffered ^ily to the' 
Deity by every Brahmhi, by every Hindu, In every 
'temple throughout the land : O great King' of 
Marwar, you are to-day an ally'of the'Moslem. 
You have taken up' arms against your co-religion¬ 
ists. This is the cause of tlie deep sorrow and 
distress of my matter. Forgive me, sire, if I have 
bbeh guilty of impropriety. But why this array of 
asfns, these elaborate preparations fdr war, these 
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countle*$ victory flap that fill the sicy ? Are 
Ihey for the advaocecnent of the caaae of yoar 
country, for the cause of Hindu freedom, for the 
g\ory of the Kahatriya race ? You are the emblem 
of Kahatriya honour and chivalry, sire ; judge for 
yourself; I do not understand these things.” 

Jaswant renuined engrossed in his thoughts, 
bis head bent down. Mahadeo continued to speak : 
“Yon are a Rajput, sire ; the Mahrattas are des¬ 
cendants of Rajputs ; the father and son cannot 
war with each other; the Goddess Bhawani her¬ 
self has prohibited such a war. Issue your com¬ 
mand and we shall obey it; the glory of the 
Rajputs is the sole glory of friendless Bkarat~ 
varsha ; sonp of Rajput valour are still sung by 
our women throughout the land ; cnir boys are 
reared and trained in the traditions of Rajput 
virtues. Oh, mighty Kahatriya t May the Mahratta 
name be completely effaced ere the Mahratta 
sword drink Rajput blood ; better we cast aside 
our lance and sword and revert to the plough.” 

Jaswant raised bis eyes and spoke slowly. 
"Noble envoy,” be said, ”yonr words are sweet as 
honey; but 1 am a subject of the Emperor of' 
Delhi. 1 have come here to make war against 
the Mahrattas and I shall make war against 
them.” 

“And destroy hundreds of your co-religionists*' 
interrupted the envoy. “Hindus «WII sever the 
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heads of Hindus, Brahmins will stab Brahmins, 
the blood of Kshatnyas will mingle with the blood 
of Kshairiyas; and all this for a victory of tbe 
foreigner I'* 

The colour mounted to the face of the Raja, 
bat restraining himself be spoke in a harsh voice. 
'*It is not solely for a victory of the Emperor of 
Delhi,” he said. “How can I be friends with your 
master ? Sivaji is treacherous- Wily Sivaji 
makes a promise today and breaks U tomorrow 
without scruple.” 

The Brahmin's eyes sparkled but he spoke'in a 
steady voice. “Maharaj I” he said, "be careful of 
the words you utter. Slander does not suit yoor 
lofty position. When has Sivaji broken hit word 
to a Hindu 7 When has he failed to fulfil his 
promise to a Brahmin or Kshatriya. There are 
* hundreds of villages, hundreds of temples in our 
land. Ask the people there. Has Sivaji ever 
failed to fulfil his promise ? Has*^e ever denied 
his protection to Brahmins, his help to the Hindus 
his loving care for the welfare of the cattle, his 
offerings to tbe temples 7 But (be Moslem is his 
enemy. Where do you find friendship and good 
faith between enemies 7 1*he serpent in the claws 
of the vulture feigns death and remains 
motionless ; when it is released it springs into life 
and strikes, h this treachery or is it the law of 
nature ? The hare employs tricks to dodge the 
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j^V^Soinf houads to »AV« its Ufe. Is this conniog 
,pr U it the Uw ol nature ? God h*» given every 
living being a means to save its life. Has he 
denied this gift to man ? For hundreds of years 
the Moslems have been attempting to destroy our 
freedom which is the soul of our souls, the Ufe of 
,onc lives ; they are sapping our strength, pur 
reputation, onr national glory and pride which ate 
dearer to us than our heart's blood. Can there 
be friendship and good faith with them ? Would 
you condemn our employing the only means we 
have for the preservation of oar freedom dearer to 
us than Ufe, ont religion and our national, glory ? 
Would you call it treachery ? Would you blame 
the fleeing deer because he employs speed to 
outstrip the pursuing hounds, or the mother-bird 
becaote the lures away the hunter from the nest 
which shelters her offspring 7 Kshatriya Raj I • 
every day, every hour of our lives we hear the 
enemy reviling-^s and accusing us of perfidy and 
cunning. 0 noble Hindu, do not join him in con* 
demning us. The means we employ is the only 
means for the preservation of the Hindu race. Do 
not slander Sivaji." The Brahmin's burning eyes 
filled with tears. 

Raja Jaswant was moved. ‘‘Noble envoy'* 
he said, “I did not wish to cause you pain, and if 
1 have said anything that U wrong. I ask your 
forgiveness. I only wished to point out that the 
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’Rajpvt* Are aIm lighting (or theU coantry’s free¬ 
dom, but courage and valour in the open field U 
the method they employ to achieve their object. 
The Mahratu might employ the aame method and 
achieve similar success.’* 

'^MaharaV!’! said the envoy, "Ute Rajputs enjpy 
an ancient freedom. They have wealth, and their 
country is protected by impenitrable mountainA 
and vast encircling deserts. They possess be^otj. 
fttl cities and « thousand jcears of. fighting experi¬ 
ence behind them. Which, of these do Ue 
Maharattas possess ? 'fhey are poor j they have 
been slaves for hundreds of years ; this is their 
first lesson in warfare. If you are attacked you 
defend yourself according to the ancient traditloas 
of your country and display your ancient valour 
aod gallantry in the open field. The enemy retires 
before the hordes of Rajput troops. What means 
ha.ve we to defend ourselves when we are attacked ^ 
We have no warlike tradition, .no experience in 
arms, our force is .limited and there arc few 
^mongst us who/havp teen real warfare. When 
the Emperor oi Delhi sends aiJgbty armiee from 
Kabul, the Punjab, Ajodhya, Bihar, Malwa and 
Rajasthan, the home of heroes, with their invinci¬ 
ble strength of cavalry and war-toskers, guns and 
ammunition, and supported by the entire wealth, 
the total resources of the empire, what means 
can we employ to defend ourselves ? We 
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have not hU experienced xoldierx, his powerful 
horses snd elephsoU *nd his enormous wealth. 
Our strength lies in quick movement, in mounUin 
warfare and in resourcefulness, which U described 
as craft and cunning. Ksbatriya Raj ! In the 
beginning of naUonal life of a poor people these 
ire the only means of defence available. May 
God pitttper the Mahratta race. When we have 
acquired the necessary wealth and the fighting 
experience of two or three hundred years, wo too 
shall display the matchless martial qualities of the 
Rajputs.’* 

Jaswant Singh had listened attentively. He 
was deep in thought, his head resting on his hand. 
Mahadeoji noticed that his words had Uken effect. 
He commenced to speak again slowly. 

••Maharaj”, he said, "you are the Prince of 
Hindus ; why do you doubt the future greatness 
of the Hindu race ? You heart yearns for Hindu 
ascendancy. Sivajl wants nothing more. l*he 
destruction of Moslem rule, the rise of Hindu 
power, the building of temples’pll over the land, 
the glorification of the true religion, the spread of 
the culture of the Saitrts, the protection of the 
Brahmin, the care of the cattle ; these are what 
Sivaji wants ; nothing more. If you do not vrish 
to help him in this noble work, accomplish the 
task yourself. Assume the kingship of the coun¬ 
try, destroy the Moslem rule, and give the Mah- 



RAJA JASWANT SINGH 


49 


TAtUs tKeir freedom. Give the word, and we thall 
'Open the gates of our fortresses to you; the people 
-win pay you the taies. You are a thousand times 
more powerful, more far-sighted, and worthier than 
Slvaji. Sivaji will be content and happy to fight 
as one of your soldiers for the destruction of the 
Moslem rule. He has no other ambition.” 

Jaswanc Singh's eyes gleamed with delight 
at the sudden prospect of fresh acquisitions. He 
pondered deeply for a long while and then spoke 
elowly : “Marwar and the Mahratta country are far 
apart," be said, "they cannot be ruled by the same 
■monarch.'* 

"Then, perhaps, a son or relative of yours, 
worthy of the cause, may assume the kingship ; 
‘Sivaji will serve under a Kshatriya, he will never 
■raise hli sword against a Kshatriya.'' 

"I can think of no relation of mine who can 
stand up against Anrangxeb in these perilous 
times," he said. 

"Then employ one of your generals," said the 
Brahmin. "Sivaji will be perfectly content if 
Hindu religion and Hindu freedom are preserved. 
He will gladly hand over all power and retire into 
the solitude of the forest" 

"1 have no general who can accomplish this 
■task," said the Raja. 

"Then, Maharaja, help the man who can accom¬ 
plish the task. With your assistance and your 
4 



5? 


SlVAjJ 


blesiings th« gloiy qf (he Hindu religion is Assured^ 
Kshatriye Raj I help a KehAtriyA WArrior ; there U 
•no Hindu in Bhsretvarsha, there is no God 
hcAven, who will not bleu you for this noble 

Art." 

^ . 'There is no Answer to your Argument” uid the 
RajAi "but Emperor AurAngseb, out of fondness for¬ 
me, bAS entrusted me with a very responsible doty. 
How CAO 1 betray the trust ? It would not be- 
honourable." ' 

’‘When the Emperor imposed the tax 

upon the Hindus, was his act honourable ? When 
he destroyed the Hindu temple in Kasi, and with 
ita very stones erected a mosque on the very same 
site, WAS his act honourable ?” 

“Say no more, noble Brahmin," exclaimed the 
Raja, bis voice trembling with emotion, "you have 
said enough. From today Sivaji ia my friend,, 
and 1 am Sivaji’s friend } from today oiy vow and 
Sivaji's vow, my task and Sivaji's task, will be the 
same. Where is that arch-enemy who has been 
fighting the Emperor all these years ? Where Is 
that Mahatma ? t^eam to clasp him to my bosom 
and dispel my heart’s regret Y* 

The Brahmin envoy (ben cast aside his dis¬ 
guise. Under the Brahmin's turban appeared a 
warrior's helmet, under the cotton quilted coat 
appeared an armour of steel The Mahratta spoke 
•slowly. "Maharaj,” he said *'! have come to you ia 
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A disguise'; f«r|^ve tae; year terviftt U not a BrAh< 
mlB, he is A UAhfitU KsbatriyA ; hU name U not 
Mahadeoji, his name is Siraji.’' 

The Raja stared -at the renowned MaheatU 
with an expression of intense amaxemeot and jojr; 
as if fascinated, he continued to gaze at Sivaji, the 
-great enemy of the Emperor of Delhi, and the 
national hero of the Deccan. After a long pause 
he rose from his seat, and vtth tears in his eyes he 
clasped the great enemy t6 hU bosom. Sivaji, also, 
with reverence and affection embraced the renow* 
ned Rajput hero. 

The interview lasted the whole night. A plan of 
action was arranged, and Sivaji took the Raja’s 
leave to depart. Before going he said, “Mabaraj, 
I shall feel grateful if yon will keep away from 
Poona tomorrow, or rather, this evening, on some 
pretext or other.’* 

"Why t Will yon make an attempf to recover 
the place ?*' 

"No,” answered Sivaji smiling, "a wedding 
will take place and your presence may hinder the 
auspicious celebrations.'* 

"Well, I shall keep away. It is long since the 
revered Niaya Sastri coaclnded his sacred studies; 
does he still remember the sacred rituals of a 
marriage ceremony.” 

"Sufficiently well. Sayesta Khan was amazed 
at my knowledge of the Sastras : this evening he 
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will have occmIob to be amazed at my knowledge 
o( aomething quite different." 

The Raja accompained Sivaji to the door of 
the tent. “Yon will carry out what we have agreed 
upon y he said. 

‘i ahall ask my master Sivaji to do so." 

••Yes, I forgot; you will please convey this 
request to your master," said the Raja laughing 
as he entered the tent. 
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Sivaji, In the guise of a Brahmin, entered 
Singhagarb when the first tifaU of dawn coloored 
the eastern sky. He took off hli turban and longj 
quilted coat; the morning sun flashed on his steely 
cap and shining armour ; a sharp dagger reste^j 
near his chest, and his famous sword, •'Bhawaolr* 
hung by his side. Somewhat short In stature, he . 
was powerfully built, with a massive chest whose 
muscles could be seen under the armour. Peshwa 
Mureshwar Trimul welcomed him. 

“Bhawani be praised,'* be cried, “you h^ve at 
last return ^ely.** 

“Your blessings have always protected me from 
danger,” replied Sivaji. 

*'Is everything arranged P’ ^ 

■'Everything.” 

"The marriage will be held tonight P' 

"Yes, tonight’* 

"SayesU Khan has no inkling of our plans? 
Shrewd Chand Khan suspects nothing ?” 

“Sayesta Khan is waiting for a propout of 
peace from the cowardly Sivaji, and the brave 
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Chtnd Khae It sleeping hit Ust sleep; he will 
never fight tgtln.” 

*'And MAhAra)t Jptwent ?" 

“He had already been greatly impreued and 
moved by yosr letter. I found him vacillating, and 
t& I easily gained him over,“ 

“Bhawani be praised,” exclaimed Mnneshwar. 
“A thousand men could, not have done what you 
have done in a single night. I tremble to think of 
the daring task you undertook ; but Sivaji I Slvaji f 
()on’t ondertake such a risk again. You are. 
t^e only hope of the Mahrattas.” 

' “If 1 had avoided risks t woold be today a 
mere jaigiriar," said Sivaji. “ff ( am to fear 
danger, how can I accomplish the great task before 
me ? Let my whole life bristle with peril if only 
Goddess Bhawani will bless the MahratUs with 
freedolh.” 

“Noble pariot,” said Muresbwar, “victory will be 
undoubtedly yonrs ; Bhawani herself will befriend 
you ; but to gq alone to the camp of the enemy at 
midnight in a disguise-^.” 

"ft is not uausuai with Sivaji: but indeed I had 
a narrow escape from a danger of another kind.” 

“And what was that ?“ asked Mureshwar. 

“Yon gave Sanskrit lessons to an ignoramus 
who can’t even sign his name. How did you ex- 
^t him to' recite. Sanskrit verses ?“ 

"“Tell me what happened 
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“Well, In SnyeiU Khan’s court I forgot nearly 
«ll the shkat that yoo unght me." 

"And then y" 

“1 happened to remenber a few lines, and with 
that I managed to gain ray object.” 

This Is the first time we have met Slvaji. We 
now wWi to say a few words about his birth and 
career. Those of my readers who are familiar 
with the history of the MahratUs, may omit the 
eest of this chapter. 

Sivaji was born in the year tfia?, and so he was 
.a little over thirty six years of age when oar story 
commences. His father was Shahji, and his grand¬ 
father Mallajt In oor first chapter we mentioned 
the family of Nimbalkar of the district of FolUn. 
Mallaji had married Dipabai, a sister of Jogpal 
Rao Naek, who was at the time a leadiiig member 
■of.the Nimbalkar family. Being childless for many 
jdars, Mallaji solicited the assisunce of a Maho- 
medan pir or saint pamed Shah Sharif of 
Ahmadnagar, who tonched by his entreaties, 
•offered prayers on behalf of the child^s father. 
Sometime later a bpy was bom to Mallaji in the 
womb of Dipabai. He was named Shahji after the 
Mahomcdan aaint. 

At that time there was' a renowned miliury 
•oommander in Ahmadnagar. named Jadav Rao. He 
was in command of a body of ten thonsand horse and 
enjoyed tiwrmlts of an extensive In <$ 99 , 
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on the dty of the //o/et festlvel, MalUji with hl» 
bo)^ Shebji visited Jsdov Rao. Shshji was then 
only five years old, and Jadav Rao's daoghtertbree 
or foor years. The children took to each other 
and played about tc^ther. Pleased with the sight 
Jadav Rao called his daughter to him and asked, 
"Will yoQ marry that boy P* and then looking 
arOund at the people he added, "What a fine pair 
they would make." The children were sprinkling 
red powder on each other, and the guests were 
enjoying the sight Mallaji suddenly stood up. 
"Friends," he said, "remember Jadav f^o's consent 
to the marriage of these children." They all 
agreed. Jadav Rao, who belonged to a very 
hi^ family, never intended that his daughter 
should irmrry ShabjI. He sat amaxed at the trick 
that Mallaji had played on him and said nothing. 

Next day, Jadav Rao invited Mallaji to his- 
place, but the latter sent back word that he would 
not accept the Invitation unless the host agreed to- 
keep his promise. Mallaji did not come. The 
family pride of Jadav Rao’s wife was perhapa 
higher than that of her husband, and she gave him 
a piece of her mind for the onfortuoate joke he 
had made about the marriage of their daughter 
with Mallaji’s son. Maljaji, in a rage, went away 
to reside in a tillage. Th^re he circulated a 
rumour that the Goddess Bhswani had appeared 
before him In person, and had made a gift of an 
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enormoaa qoantity of wealth to him. There li a 
tradition among the Mahrattaa that on that occa' 
aion the Goddeu had aaid : "Mallaji, a king wilt 
be born in yoar family : he will poMeas the virtoei 
of Sambhu ; he wtll drive oat the enemiea of the 
Brahmins and of sacred temples, and will esta* 
bliah a well-ordered government throughout the 
Mahratta . country. He will found a new era 
which will commence with hla reign, and bis 
deacendants, up to the seventh generation, will rule 
the land." 

Whatever the truth of the legend may be, there 
is no doubt that MallajI about this time came into 
possession of a large quantity of money. With 
this he made a strenuous effort for self-advance* 
ment, and he was substantially helped by Jog Pal, 
his wife's brother. Within a short time he came 
to be appointed a commander of 6 ve thousand 
horse under the Sultan of Ahmadnagar, and 
received the title of Raja Bhonsla together with 
the charge of the fortresses of Suvarni and Chakan 
and the aurrounding country, Poona and Sopa- 
nagar were also handed over to be held i>y him as 
juigtr. Jadav Rao’s scruples about a matrimonial 
alliance with the family of Mallajl now naturally 
disappeared. In 1604 the marriage between 
Shahji and Jiji was celebrated with great pomp 
and ceremony. The Sultan of Ahmadnagar was 
himself present at the wedding. Shahji was 
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then only'ten jeAri otd. In coarse of time when 
MalUji, died be inherited his Uther's jaigir to* 
^ther with his rank and* status. • 

Aboot this tine Emperor Akbar commenced a 
war against Ahmadnagar to bring that kingdom 
voder his subjection. Akbar achieved some mea* 
sure of success, and after his death the policy was 
contlnaed by his successor, Jahangeer. During this 
war Shahji was an officer under Malik Amber, who 
commanded the forces of Ahmadnagar, and in 1620 
he earned great distinction for his gallantry in si 
fight against the Moghuls. Later, he changed 
sides. After Jahangeer's death Emperor Shah Jahan 
appointed him commander of five thousand horse 
and made a gift of numerous jaigirs to him. But 
royal favours are ephemeral. Within three years 
Shah Jahan took away some of the lands, and 
Shahji, irritated at this act of injustice, went over to 
the Sultan of Bijapur whom he continued to serve 
to the day of his death. 

During his period of service under Ahmad* 
nagar, which, however, was doomed, Shahji had 
fought valiantly against the imperial troops. The 
Sultan unfortunately fell into the hands of the 
-enemy. Shahji placed another member of the 
royal family on the throne, established a well* 
Ordered governihent throughont the land, and with 
the assistance of a number of wise and learned 
Brahmins he continued to administer the kingdom. 
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Her took ov«r a Urge number of fortreites an<I 
collected Urge forces fn the name of tho 
sulUn. 

Shah Jaban was seriously vexed by the news of 
these operations. He sent a larj^ force of foot and 
horse Co crush Shahji. It was not possible for 
Shabjt to resist the Imperial power, and after a few 
years of fighting peace was made. -In 1637 
Ahmadnagar ceased to exist as an independent 
kingdom. Shahji, as a commanding ofBcer and 
jtigirdar under the Sultan of Bijapur, conq^ered 
many parts of Karnat. He thus acquired for him* 
self as much ftigir lands in Karnst in the south as 
he possessed in the neighbourhood of Poona to the 
north of Bijapur. 

Shahji had two sons by bis wife Jiji Bai, San- 
bhuji and Sivaji. According to an ancient Hindu 
tradition, Jadav Rao, the father of Jiji Bai, was 
descended from the royal house of Devgarh. If 
thU be true, Sivaji had the blood of the Hindu 
kings In his veins. In 1630 Shahji married a 
second wife named Tuka Bai. Deeply offended 
by this act, Jiji Bai left her husband and took up 
her residence in the faigir of Poona with her son 
Sivaji. Shahji continued to live In Karnat with 
Tuka Bai, He had a son by her who was named 
Venakaji. 

Shahji had two very trusty oflkers. Of these, 
t>adaji Kanai Dev was entrusted with the jaigir of 
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Poona, and he nodertook the protection and main¬ 
tenance of Jiji Bai and her son. 

Sivaji wa» born io 1637 In the fortress of 
Sovaroi. This place is about fift^ miles north of 
Poona. Shahji married Tuka Bai, and the separa¬ 
tion from Jiji Bai occored when Sivaji was three 
years old. Jiji and her child came to Poooa and 
lived under the care of Dadaji Kanai Dev. The 
latter built a large bouse In Poona for their resi- 
detvce. This was the house which Sayesta Khan 
occupied after the Moghuls had acquired Poona. 

The mother and child continued to stay there. 
Sivaji received his instructions from Dadaji him¬ 
self. He never learnt to sign Itis name, but at an 
early age he acquired great skill in horsemanship, 
in archery, and the use of the dagger. The 
Mahrattas are esccellent riders, but even amongst 
them Sivaji as a rider, was pre-eminent. By such 
training and physical exercise he developed a 
powerful frame. 

But he did not confine his interest to arms 
alone. During bis leisure hours he would love to 
sit at the feet of Dadaji Kanai Dev and listen to 
the tales of heroism and gallantry froiri the great 
epics—the Ramayana and 'C^t Mak»bkarata. These 
Ules awoke within him a spirit of daring, strength¬ 
ened his love for the Hindu religion,and inspired 
an yearning to emulate the deeds of the ancient 
heroes. He developed a strong dislike for the 
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Mo«lems, whom he regarded as enemies of hit 
religion. His love lor the ancient tales was so 
^eat that even after he had acquired wealth and a 
kingdom, he was known to travel great distances, 
face perils and hardship, to be present at public 
gatherings vrhere these tales were staged and 
recited. 

Thus, under the care of Dadaji, Sivaji at an 
oarly age developed a deep love for the Hindu 
religion and a strong dislike for the Mahomedans, 
.and when he was sixteen he began to form plans 
of becoming an independent poligar in hU own 
country. He collected round him young men, 
inspired by the same spirit as himself, and in their 
company would roam through the hilly region of 
Konkan, He made himself familiar with the bills 
and fortresses in this part of the country, and 
acquired intimate knowledge of the various paths 
lesding to these fortresses, their respective 
strength, and their means of attack and defence. 
He spent days together in the hills and valleys 
and thus acquired minute and intimate knowledge 
■kA the terrain. He thee began to make plans for 
storming some of these fortresses. 

Sivaji's talk and his mode of life alarmed 
old Dadajl. He gave a great deal of Advice to 
turn the youth from the dangerous course be had 
set before himself, and to direct his thoughts to the 
management and improvement of the extensive 
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/aigirs of which be was In possetflon. Bat the 
««ed of embitlOB, which had been planted in the 
b 4 art of Sivaji, coaid not be eradicated. Sivaji 
r^arded Dadaji a» a father, but he was resolved 
not to abandon the path he had chosen for 
himself. 

Sivaji developed a strong attachment for the 
Mawalis because of their trostworthiness and their 
power to endure hardship, and among his friends 
the staunchest were three Mawalis, Yasaji Kanka, 
Tannaji Malasri and Baji Fasalkar. It was with 
the help of these three men that in 1646 Sivaji 
seduced the warder of Terna and took possession 
of the fortress. We have already mentioned thi^ 
fortreas in the beginning of oar narrative. Sivaji 
achieved this, his first success, when he was only 
nineteen. In the following year he built a new 
fortress on a high hill, about three utiles to the 
south of Toma, and named Is Ralgarh. 

The Sultan of Bijapur, teaming of these tran> 
sacUons, sent a strong protest to Shahji asking the 
reason, for these hostile operations. Shahji, the 
trusted officer of Bijapur, who had been completely 
in the dark until now as to the doings of Sivaji, 
made Inquiries about the matter from Dadaji 
Kanai Dev. The latter sent for Sivaji. He ex¬ 
plained to him that the course be was following' 
was bound to lead to disaster, and the wiser plan 
would be to follow in the footsteps of his father. 
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who Oftder tho Sultan of Bijapur had boeo able to 
amaaa a vast fortune in land and money and attain 
a lofty rank j^nd social position. Sivaji regarded 
Kanai Dev as his father; be tried to lighten his 
fears by swOet wtwds but kept to the resolution he 
had formed. Shortly after thU incident Dadaji 
died. Before his death he sent for Sivaji again. 
The latter went to him folly prepared for a further 
rebuke, but what he heard filled him witl^ wonder 
and amaaement. In his deathbed the old nun 
seemed to -have acquired a prophetic sight; he- 
received his ward with great tenderness and said : 
“My boy, the task you have underUken is noble ; 
there is no nobler Usk in this world. Follow the 
great path you have chosen.; liberate your counlry; 
protect the Brahmin, the farmer, the cattle ; punish 
those who desecrate holy temples ; follow the lofty 
ideal which Goddess Ishani has pointed to you.'* 
The old man then cIoMd his eyes and woke on 
more. 

The prophetic words of the old man filled 
Stvaji's heart with fresh hope and enthusiasm. He 
was twenty years at the time. 

The same year Sivaji acquired the fortresses of 
Chakan and Khandana by bribes to the gate¬ 
keepers. He changed the name of Khandana to 
Singhagarh. We have mentioned this fortress 
earlier in our story. Baji Sopa, the brother of 
SIvaji's Step-mother Taka Bal, had been entrusted 
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^Ith the C4re of thl« fortreM. Slveji ^Ith hi. 

M.w.IlK>Wlcr. suddenly .tucked thl. 

midnight .nd took possession of iL No '*« 

done to bis uncle, who was sent ^ck to his fsther 
inKarnst. Shortly after this, the 
fortress of Pursndsr died. A quarrel broke ont 
between hi. sons. SiTAji took advanUge of tbU 
„d on the preteat of assisting two <>* *“* ^ 
brothers, he acquired the fortreu for ^ 

treacherous conduct roused ^e wrath of all the 
three brothers, but Sivaji appeased them by revea - 
log the noble object be had in view and suppheat- 
ing their support for the atuiriment of that object. 
Impressed by bis words, and rcalUing the great- 
of his design, all the three brothers agreed to 

\(Ati Sivaji and serve under him. 

’ In this manner Sivaji acquired a large nnmber 
of fortresses. U is not necessary to burden eor 
narraUve with their names. In 1648 Abaji Swarna 
Dev. one of Sivajt's commanding , 

the fortress of Kalyan and ttve entire district of 
Kalyan. The SulUn of Bijapur was ^ 

annoyed at these hostile proceedings, and reUlial- 
putting Shahjl in prison. The'after w« 
kept in a small room bmlt of stone, and was told 
that if Sivaji did not submit within a specified 
time, the only door to that room 
walled up. Slvpjl managed to save his father s 
life hy Interceding with the Emperor, but the 
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impritonment coatinoed for A period of fonr 

years. 

Slvaji made every attempt to obtain the support 
of Chandra Rao, the Raja of Janti, for the purpose 
of destroying the Moslem power. He did not 
succeed. He thereupon compassed the death of 
the raja and his brother by their own men and 
oaptured their fortress by a night attack. He thus 
.acquired the entire kingdom of Jauli, and in the 
same year be built a new fortress and* named U 
Pratapgarh. Two years later, he invested Muresh- 
war Trimul Pingali with the title of Peshwa, 
and recruited a large force for the conquest of 
Konkan. 

The Sultan of Bljapnr now made a determined' 
attempt to destroy Sivajl. In 1639 he sent Afial 
Khan, a noted general, with live tliousand horse and 
aeven thousand foot to achieve his objecL Tbe 
JaUer boastfully announced that he would return 
with Sivaji in chains. 

It was not possible to resist such a force and 
so, Sivaji made a proposal of peace. Afzal Khan 
sent a Brahmin named Goplnalh to Sivaji- A 
meeting took place in tbe presence of councillors 
near the fortress of Pratapgarh, and many matters 
were discussed. Accommodation was arranged 
for Copinath for the night. 

In tbe evening Sivaji came over to Interview 
Gopinatb. The Mahratta leader possessed the 
5 
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power oS penoAtion in a remarkable degree, and he 
addreued himself to the task of gaining over the 
Brahmin. "You are a Brahmin,” he said, "you 
are my superior, but please iisten to me. All my 
efforts have been directed on behaU of the Hindu 
race and Hindu religion, and Goddess Bhawanl 
herself has exhorted me to protect the Brahmin, to 
preserve the cattle, to punish those who desecrate 
our gods and our holy temples and to fight the 
enemies of our religion. You are a Brahmin ; obey 
the order of Bhawani, help me to achieve the pur. 
poM of the Goddess, and you will live happily 
among your own people. Gopinath was pleased ; 
be agreed to assist Siva)i. They decided that in 
order to achieve their object it would be necessary 
for Slvaji to meet Afsa! Khan. 

A few days later the meeting took place near 
the fortress of PraUpgarh. Afsal Khan's troops 
remained some distance from the fortress, and the 
Moslem general went to the appointed place in a 
/a/Ai or litter accompanied by a single body<goard. 
’ITjal morning Sivajl performed his devotions and 
holy abolutloDS with particular oare. He placed his 
head on the feet of his mother and prayed for her 
blessings. He wore a steel cap under his turban 
and armour under hU long quilted coat. He came 
put of the fortress, and in the company of Tannajl 
Malasrl he met Afsal Khan. As they embraced 
each other,: Sivaji's sharp knife struck the Moslem 
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genertl and felled him. Sivaji’s attendant orer- 
powered Afaal Khan’s bodjr>guard. After this incU 
dent SivajI captured many fortresses and pillaged 
the entire countryside up to the very gates of 
Bijapur. 

The war with Bijapur continued for another 
three years with no definite result. In 166s peace 
was made through the mediation of Shahjs. Sivaji 
displayed great filial respect when his father came 
to see him. He dismounted from his steed and 
accorded him a weicome suited to a monarch. He 
walked alongside the p»lki or litter, that carried 
his father, and refrained from taking a seat in his 
presence. Shahjl sUyed with his son a few days 
and returned well pleased to Bijapur where he 
negotiated a treaty of peace between the Sultan 
and Sivaji. Sivaji kept true to the terms arranged, 
and daring the life time of Sbahji there was no 
further war. After that, when war broke out, 
Sivaji was not the a^ressor. 

Peace was made in the year 1662. In the same 
year, as mentioned earlier, war commenced with 
the Moghuls, and our story also begins from this 
point of time. The whole of Konkan was now 
undhr Sivaji, who possessed a force of seven thou¬ 
sand horse and fifty thousand foot. Sivaji was at 
this time thirty five years of age. 




CHAPTER IX. 

PSRPORMAHCB OP THB AUSPiriOUS CKRSUONV. 

Th« sun is nesr setting. The troops within 
the fortress of Singhsgarh are silently making their 
preparations ; in fact, everything is being done so 
quietly that men outside have no inkling of what Is 
passing within the fortress. 

A number of soldiers have taken their stand on 
an elevated spot within the fortress. The view of 
the surrounding country from this high position is 
Indeed very beautiful. On the east flows the river 
Nlra, meandering through a green valley, bright with 
the flowers and fresh leaves of the spring. On the 
north lies a flat plain, stretching away «-ith its rich 
harvest of green corn shimmering in the sunlight. 
In the far distance, sprawling on the plain, is the 
town of Poona. The eyes of the men are fixed on 
this object, and their thoughts on the great event 
to be enacted there that very night. They cast 
their eyes to the south and the west. Tall number- 
less hills, vast mountain chains to the limits of 
visibility, shrouded In mist, or glowing in the rays 
of the setting sun, are displayed before them. But 
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the beauties o( nature have no appeal for these 
men ; their thoughts are concentrated on a matter 
wholly different. 

A decisive conflict, a daring venture, which may 
suddenly yield the tong«desired fruit or destroy 
forever all hope of success, makes the strongest 
heart pause and hesitate. Sayesta Khan's guard 
shall be destroyed, dr the Mahratta sun may set 
for ever; this was the thought that gripped the minds 
of these war-hardened soldiers. Nobody spoke, 
but their Inner thoughts were revealed in their 
glances. With just twenty or twenty Gve men 
Stvajl proposed a raid on the enemy. , It was 
'doubtful whether the Mahratta hero had ever 
before handled such a desperate venture. Is it 
surprising that the brow of the boldest should for 
a moment darken ? 

The clear.brained Mureshwar Peshwa was 
uith these men. During his early years be had 
fought in the army of Shahji, bnt later, he trans¬ 
ferred his allegiance to Sivaji and built for him 
the escelleot fortress of Pratapgarh. For four 
years he had discharged the duties of a peshwa 
and had thoroughly proved his worthiness for the 
important post. When Sivaji killed Afxal Khan, it 
was he who had overpowered his gnard, and later, 
when the war with the Moghuls commenced he 
took charge of the Mahratta infantry. Brave in 
fight, calm in peril, wise and far-sighted in counsel, 
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More*bw»r ww cerUloly the most efficient . soldier 
thet Sivtji possessed. 

There w»s another in that group who understood 
the technique of war and possessed a clear vUion. 
This was the Brahmin, NiUpanta Swarna Dev, 
popularly known as Abajl Swarna Dev. In 1648 
he had stormed the fortress of Kalyan and 
acquired for Sivaji the entire district of Kalyani, 
and recently he had commenced the boUding of 
the well-known fortress of Ralgarh. 

The famous Annaji DatU was also present in 
Singhagarh that day. Four years ago he had 
acquired Pabangarh. and was now one of Sivajl’s 
most imporUnt and efficient officers. 

Nltaijl, who was in command of the Mshralia 
horse, was not present in Singhagarh. In the 
war council of SayesU Khan, the reader may 
remember, aand Khan had described how this 
man had made a powerful raid on Aurangabad and 
Ahmadnagar. There was a small body of cavalry 
stationed at Singhagarh at the time under a lubor. 
dinate officer, Kartaji Gojjar. 

In an earlier part of this story mention was 
rosde of three Mawalls. who had been friends of 
Sivaji from their childhood days. Of these, Bajl 
Fasalkar had lost his life three years ago. and the 
other two Tannaji Malasri and Yasajl Kanka were 
present In the fortress. The boyhood friendship, 
the youthful courage, were still there, and they 
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loved SJv»jl a» they loved their own Uvei. Hon- 
dreds of time. In the dead of night had they scaled 
«ileot hllli In the company of SIvajt, and with 
their Mawall following turpriaed the enemy and 
taken hit fortreasei by storm. 

The son has set; the evening shadows are 
descending In layers upon the world ; the men are 
still waiting on the peak of the fortress, when Siwjl 
arrives. Grim determination and fierce daring 
are written on his features. His armoor and 
weapons are hidden under his clothes. He is 
ready for the desperate night's adventure. His 
gaxe is steady, resolute, unshaken. 

‘‘Everything is ready, friends,” be said slowly, 
“give me leave to daperl." 

“You have decided not to allow Swarna Dev, 
Annaji or me to go with you," said Mureshwar. 
“When have you ever faced peril without 
oa?" 

“Peshwa, please forgive me,” said SivajL 
“Please do not persist j your courage, your strength, 
your wisdom, I know and I cherish j but forgive 
me, if I cannot accede to your wish. I have Ukcn 
a solemn oath by the command of Bhawanl j 1 
will accomplish this task myself or fling away a 
futile life. Give me your blessings for success, but 
if evil come and I lose my life in the enterprise, 
three staunch men will remain to maintain un¬ 
impaired the strength of the Mahrattas ; their 
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far*9igfated wisdom and devotion will protect and 
save the motherland. At this ^time of parting 
cease yonr entreaty." 

The peshwa realised that farther pleading was 
useless ) he remained silent. 

‘‘Mnreshwar," said Slvajl, addressing the 
peshwa In a low voice, "yon have served nnder 
my father, yon are like my own father ; I seek 
ydor blessings for the snccess of the enterprise 
tonight. The blessings of a Brahmin must bear 
fruit. Abaji, Annaji," he continued addressing 
the other two men, "give me your blessings also 
before I go." With tears in their eyes they 
blessed him. 

Sivaji turned to Tannaji and Yasajl. "Friends 
of my childhood,” he said, "give me your good 
wishes." 

They remained speechless for grief. After a 
while Tannaji spoken "Master," he said "what 
fanlt have we committed that you should refuse to 
take ns with yon ? There have been many night 
adventures beforei many fortresses have been 
stormed ; who were your associates 7 Recall the 
old days: your excursions through Konkan, throu^ 
wild gorges, along river banks, into dark caves 
and to the lofty mountain peaks, sleeping together 
and dreaming of plans of conquests : who were your 
companions? Yasaji, the dead BajI, and your 
servant. Tannaji. Baji loat his life In the discharge 
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of his doty ; vre look forward to nothing higher ; 
give os leave to accompany our master to>night- 
If soccesB crown our adventure, the joy of our 
master will be our joy ; if disaster come, what is 
our life worth 't We have not the wisdom to guide 
the destiny of our people. O, do' not disappoint 
the friends of your childhood." 

There were tears In Tannajl's eyes. SiTaji» 
deeply moved, embraced his friends. "Brothers," 
he said, "there U nothing I can deny you. get 
ready quick." 

They rushed down. There, they saw troops 
drawn up and ready fo( action like dark rain 
clouds at sunset. Sivaji entered the inner apart* 
ments. His mother was seated alone, pensive, 
offering her prayers (or the safety of h^er son la the 
night’s adventure. "Mother," said Slvajt approach* 
ing her, "give me your blessings before I go." In 
a voice full of tenderness Jiji said: “Come my 
child, let me embrace you. Ah, when will your 
troubles cease ? When will the cares of this 
sorrowing woman cease ?" 

"Mother," said Sivaji, "your blessings hive 
atuiys protected me from peril j they have given 
.me victory in my wars." 

"My child," said the mother, "may you live 
toQg; may Isbani protect you from harm." 
Tenderly she placed her hands on his head, while 
her tears fell on her shrunken bosom. 
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Sivaji had aaJd good bye to all whom he lored 
dearly. His eyes and voice had hitherto kept their 
composure, but now he could contain his feelings 
no longer. In a voice trembling with emotion he 
said *'0 my beloved mother, you nre my Ishani; 
may I always adore you with niy deepest devo* 
tion ; your grace and blessings will drive away 
all perils from me.” 

Copious tears fell from her eyes. "My child,” 
she said, "achieve victory for the Hindu religion, 
and the God of Gods, Sambhu him^ctf, will be* 
friend you. My ancestors were kings of Devgarh : 
they were the pillars of (he Hindu faith. My 
beloved son. I bless you ; may you be the king of 
the Mahrattas ; may you be a pillar of strength 
of the Hindu religion.” 

Sivaji wiped his eyes and slowly left the room. 

The troops were ready. Sivaji mounted his 
steed, and with his men silently passed through 
the gate of the fortress. As he was going out a 
young soldier approached and bowed to him. 
Sivaji .recognised him. “Raghunathji Havildar, 
what do you want ?” he asked. 

“Sire, you may remember the day when I brought 
you letters and the njessage from the Goddess from 
the fortress of ‘ Toma. You were pleased with 
what 1 did and promised me a reward.” 

"Is this the time, when I am about to handle 
a critical veuture, to ask for yuut icward ?" 
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‘'The reward I a«k for U that 1 may be allovred 
to participate in thi« venture. You will enter 
Poona with twenty-five men ; I aak your leave, 
sire, to accompany the party.” 

"Why do you wish to face the peril ? Why do 
you wish to lose your life when you are so young?” 

"Sire,” said Raghunath, ”1 do not fear I shall 
loee my life when I am with you, and if I do, I 
have no one la the world to mourn for me. If I 
can please my master in the discharge of my duty 
and come back alive, then only have I a happy 
future before me.” 

His dark clustering hair fell over bis brow and 
jet black eyes; his frank youthful countenance 
revealed the firm resolve of a soldier. Sivajl was 
pleased at the words and the youthful appearance 
of Raghnnath, he gave him the permission he 
asked for. Kaghunath bowed and leapt ‘00 bis 
ateed. 

Soldiers guarded the entire route from Singa- 
garh to Poona. In the darkness of the evening 
Sivaji stationed his men at different points slong 
the road. A riogle light, or the slightest sound, 
might warn the guard in Poona, and so with the 
utmost precaution in darkness and silence he made 
the necessary disposition of his troops. 

The task was successfully accomplished. The 
night spread a heavy shadow over the world. 
Sivaji, iu the company of Tannaji and Yasaji, with 
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hb twenty.five chosen Mawelis approached Poona 
nnd lay concealed In a larf^ orchard near the 
town. Raghanath followed hb master like hb 
shadow.. 

Complete darkness filled the mango grove ; 
the cool evening breese in gentle waves stirred 
the leaves ; belated wayfarers from time to time 
passed by the side of the grove towards the town ; 
darkness was all they saw ; the rustle of leaves 
was alt they heard. 

Gradoally, the distant hum of the town died 
down, the disUnt llghu faded out; an occasional 
call of the distant watchman or the cry of the 
jackal came floating on the breeze. 

A sound of bells. Sivaji's heart fluttered. He 
looked in the direction of the sound. It was 
somewhere within the intricate lanes of the town, 
sod nothing could be seen from outside- 

Again a sound of bells ; he looked again. A 
crowd of men with lights and music were coming 
along the itone-paved street. ThU was the 
bridal party. 

Ttie procession approached. Poona was not 
walled round and so everything could be seen. 
The road was filled with men, and the music made 
a loud noise. There were many mounted men, 
but most of the crowd were proceeding on foot. 

Sivaji silently embraced hb old friends Taonaji 
and YasajI- They looked at each other. Perhaps 
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this WAS their Ust ferewelt. This was the feeling 
thnt found expression In their eyes ; words were 
not necessiry. Silently Sivaji and his men joined 
the procession and mingled with the crowd. 

They passed near the residence of Sayesta 
Khan. The ladies of his household came to the 
windows and watched the gay throng. The pro¬ 
cession passed, and the ladies retired for the night. 
About thirty men of the party remained behind 
concealed near the Khan Saheb's residence. 
Nobody detected them. The noise of the bridal 
procession gradually died away. 

The night grew darker still. At a window in 
the wall of the cook room Utere was a continuous 
whispering sound. Some of the women-folk had 
fallen asleep and others were on the borderland 
of sleep i they heard and yet did not hear the 
soond. 

A brick moved, then another, and then 
another; there was a noise of falling sand. Some 
of the women suspecting something wrong came 
to the spot. Through an opening in the wall 
a man crept in, then another, and then a third. 
L 4 ke a strlng^ of ants armed men kept crawling 
into the building. The women shrieked, they 
rushed into Sayesta Khan's room and apprised 
hkn of the attack. 

Slvaji supplicating for peace. This was the 
soothing dream that floated tluough the brain of 
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SayesU Khaa. He awoke with a start Sivajr 
had attacked the town and entered his honse, 
he heard. 

He rushed to k door. It was garrded by an 
armed Mahratta soldier. He rushed to another; 
that too was guarded. In a state of trepidation 
he closed all the doors and made for a window. 
While he was preparing to escape he heard a 
great roar and a shout of “Hara, Hara, Mahadeo" 
and the enemy poured into the adjacent room. 

“Our town is attacked ; the enemy is on us,** 
were the cries that resounded on all sides. The 
guard was taken by snrprlse. In the confusion 
many were killed and wounded, and the rest 
rushed to the assistance of their master and 
surrounded the twenty five men who had made 
the attack. 

Terrific shouts and cries filled the building; 
lamps were blown out, and in the darkness, with 
devilish shrieks the Mawalis continued their 
fight The fight continued in darkness. The 
banging of doora, the exulting shouts of the aggres* 
sors, the criea and groans of the wounded resound* 
ed through the mansion. SIvaji, spear in hand^ 
leaped upon the enemy ; his men responded with 
a shout of "Hara Hara Mahadeo"; the Moslhm 
guards were killed and wounded, and those that 
remained fled. With a terrific spear.blow Sivajl 
broke down a door and entered the room of 
Sayesta Khan. 
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A nomber of Mo|;huIs rushed Into the roo« to 
SAve their mAster. In the forefront was the br»ve 
Shsni Shcr Khan, the son of the dead Chand 
Khan. His father, shamed and Insulted by his 
master, had given his life for him ; the son none 
the less was prepared to do the same, and took hu 
place in front of the defending party. Sivaji 
paused for a moment. Lowering bis sword He said, 
'•Young man, my hands are still red with the blood 
of yoor father ; 1 will not Uke your life | move dot 
of my way." 

Sham Sher made no reply. His eyes blazed, 
and before Sivaji could defend himself, he saw the 
gleaming sword of the assailant above his head. 

For a moment he abandoned all hope of life 
and muttered the name of Goddess Bbawanl. A 
spear suddenly flashed from behind, and he saw 
hia asialtaat Sham Sher Khan fall and roll on 'the 
floor. He looked back. Ragbunath was sUnding 
behind biro. 

•■Havlldar," said Sivaji, “I shall always remem¬ 
ber this." With these wdrds he made his way 
forward. 

The deUy enabled SayesU Khan to escape 
through a window by means of a rope. A 
number of Mawalis were near the window. One of 
them struck and severed a huger of Sayesta 
Khan. The latter wltljout looking back made his 
escape. Hia son. Abdul Fateh Khan, and the 
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guird hid been slaughtered. The rooms, varan- 
<iahs, courtyards, were streaming with blood ; dead 
bodies Uy all round ; the lofty halls resounded 
with the cries of women ; Mawalis rushed about 
from room to room in search of the enemy. The 
glimmering torch lights revealed terrible sights 
of dead bodies, severed heads and streams of 
flowing blood all about the place. Sivaji now 
called hU men. He was averse to useless 
slaughter after a succeasful fight and always took 
pains to stop it. 

“We have achieved our task,” he said, cow¬ 
ardly Sayesu Khan will fight us no more ; let us 
hasten back to Singhagarh." 

With hU men he made his way out of Poona 
in the darkness without difficulty, and hastened 
towards Singhagarh. After proceeding about 
foii< milet he gave orders to light the torches, 
innumerable-torches were Ughwd, and Sayesu 
Khan, from hU shelter In Poona, saw the small 
parly of raiders reach their fortress in safety. 

'fhe following day the Moghuls made an atuck 
on Singhagarh, but were driven back by the 
cannon of the defenders, and chased some disunce 
by the MarhatU cavalry under KacUjl Gujjar. 

A reverse for a brave man Is an incentive 
for further cierUon, but .Sayesu Khan was not a 
roan of that sump. He sent a report to Emperor 
Aurangxeb espUining the unfortunate incident 
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due to the inefficiency of hU own troopB end 
the treftchery of Juwent Singh, who h«d been 
woo over, he eiid, by a bribe. Aorangzeb recalled 
both these men whom he regarded as (boroagfaly 
inefBclent and sent his own son, Saltan Moauim, 
to lake command of the army in the Deccan. 
■Later, he sent Jaswant Singh to strengthen the 
soathem army. 

For a year after this event nothing sensational 
occured. In the beginning of 1664 Sbahji died. 
Sivaji performed the funeral rites of bis father 
and other religious ceremonies in Slnghagarh, and 
then proceeded to Raigarh. There, he assumed the 
title of Raja and minted coins stamped with his 
own name. We shall now take leave of the new 
•monarch. 

Reader, it Is long since we visited the fortress 
of Torna. Let os take this opportunity of gmng 
•back and getting the news of the place. 


6 




CHAPTER X. 

Hope. 

Raghuiuth had experienced a Ihrlll of deep 
emotion the day he visited the fortress of Toma. 
There was also another who had experienced the 
impact of a new feeling, the surge of a girl's 
first love. Her gaze had been caught by the appear* 
ance of the young soldier In the garden that 
evening. She had looked again, and the picture 
of the youth with a frankr open countenance in a 
military uniform was still there. She had then 
slowly walked in-doors. 

During his evening meal she was by hU side. 
She had gazed upon that god-like form, but when 
their eyes met she had blushed and silently moved 

away. 

She moved away, but a new emotion had caught 
her soul. He had gazed at her with such feeling in 
his eyes. In that look was there a touch of tender¬ 
ness for a girl from his own country ? 

On the following day. when she saw him again, 
the same feeling gripped her more firmly. She 
had thrilled at his touch, and an exquisite }oy bad 
flooded her being when he had placed the neck* 
lace round her neck and beard the glad notes of 
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bis voice. From her window she h«d watched the 
yoang soldier mount his steed and ride away. 

She.j-emalned standing by the window a long 
while. Man and horse passed out of her sight, 
but with fixed eyes'she gazed into the dis¬ 
tance. A vast pictore of mountain ranges was 
visible in the sunlight, with their Ull trees waving 
in the breeze, like the billows of an open sea, and 
fading away to the sky. Nature’s founlalns giisten- 
Ing among the hills, united their waters and form- 
ed a mounuin stream. Down below in the valley 
flowed the placid stream through peaceful green 
fields dotted with tiny cottages. The unclouded 
sun rolled down its light in waves over the lovely 
landscape. Bat Sarayu's eyes were not upon the 
picture , her soul was not drawn by the beauty of 
the exquisite landscape. 

She reiiTained absent-minded the whole day. 
She sat by her father during his evening meal, 
made bis bed and retired to her room. In tho 
hush of the night she went to her window, sat 
down and gazed into the silent night lighted by 
a clear moon. 




CHAPTER XI. 

Drsams. 

Juardin D«v, the priest of tlic temple of 
Toma, was by nature slmple-mioded and employ* 
ed his time mostly with his sacred books and in 
prayers. He paid a daily visit to the fortress gate 
ntorning and evening, but occasionally remained 
at home. He was very fond of Sarayu, and would 
always have her by his side during bis meals. In 
the evening, sometimes he would entertain her 
with tales from the ancient Sastras, but most of 
his time he devoted to his own duties. How 
could he know of the new feeling that had taken 
possession of her heart ? 

Emotions fade. The wave of feeling passed 
sway within a few days leaving ■ tender 
memory of the young soldier she bad met. 
Sarayu had been without a companion from 
her childhood, and the only person she had learnt 
to love was her foster father. She knew nobody 
else, and so from her childhood she developed a 
calm, peaceful, and pensive pature. The picture 
of the young soldier would wake in her mind 
occasionally in the morning or evening or at 
dead of night. 
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Dreams. Seated alone by her window of an 
evening or strolling in the garden Jo the moof- 
lighl, fo many thoughts filled her soot. He was 
now in the thick of battle, he was storming a 
fortress and destroying the enemy, he was wlnoing 
the honours of a hero by his prowess and vaioor. 
Did he sometimes think of the lonely girl ? A 
man’s mind Is always engaged with his duties, his 
cares, his griefs, hU joys. His life Is full of hopes, 
some of which are fulfilled, others not. The royal 
court, the battle-field, the home of sorrow, enter¬ 
tainments and duties,—these engage his mind, bis 
Ume. One single thought cannot hold bis mind 5 
but still an illusory hope would whisper in her ears, 
“the young soldier sometimes thinks of you.'’ 

Again a doubt. Does the young soldier ever 
think of the fortress of Toma ? At his age amidst 
daily distractions can bU heart remain steadfast 
and true ? Alas, the rising tide toys with the 
flower on the river bank ; the flower leapt up 
with joy, but the tide passes away and leaves it to 
wither. The water never returns. Still an illusory 
hope would whisper in her ears, “some day 
perhaps the young soldier may come back to 
you.” 

When the castle and the girdling hills reposed 
in the moonlight, the deep blue sky and the white 
moon would fill ber soul with dreams. She would 
see a young horseman approaching the fortress. 
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The »te€d I* snow-white, the rider U t»lr, hU flow¬ 
ing locks shade a noble brow and a pair of lus¬ 
trous eyes. He arrives at the castle and dismounts. 
A golden helmet crowns his head, gold bands 
decorate his powerful arms, his right hand grips 
a tall spear. He slu down to his meal and she 
is by his side ; be comes to the garden again 
in the evening, and she stands bashfully beside 
him, with a joy in his heart he tells her the tales 
of his wars. 

Dream, dreams, following each other like the 
waves of the sea, an endless stream of dreams. 
The war has ended. He is crowned with glory, 
but be still remembers Sarayu. Her foster father 
has consented to their union j the hall is full of 
gnests ; bright lighu glitter on all sides : music 
sod songs fill the air ; a confused splendour of 
jubilation obscures the vision. She sits veiled 
beside his goddike figure ; she places her moist 
trembling hand in his ; that evening she wins a 
god incarnate ; her whole being thrills with a wild 
joy. Sarayu I Sarayu 1 

Dreams, dreams. No, Rsghunath is without 
glory and honour : he is poor, but she Is bis wife. 
She has a small cottage among the clustering 
cottages by the placid stream in the broad green 
valley below on which the moonlight rests. In 
the evening she prepares a homely meal for him 
and sits on the green grass with her eyes gazing 
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Into the diktADce, eweiting bis retora. She sees 
him coming sfter the dey’s work t her heert lesps 
within her 1 he comes to her and places another 
necklace round her neck ; an exqaisite joy seizes 
her. Sarayu I Sarayu 1 

Months pass and draw the year to a close bnt 
the dreams continue. The gochlike form of the 
smiling youth is always before her eyes,—the tail 
youth who placed a sweet necklace round her 
neck. The dreams • continue. Are they mere 
dreams 7 





CHAPTER XII. 

They meet again. 

No, they are not mere dream*. Sarayu Bala’a 
imaglnatioo haa not lied, her hopes have not play¬ 
ed her false. 

We 6fid her one evening gathering flowers In 
her garden. Prompted by her thoagfats she gases 
from time to time at the necklace she is wearing. 
She is as bright and sweet a* ever; her looks 
fcatore loveliness and tranquility. Yet the lapse 
of a year has made a change In her appearance i a 
new hope, a new joy ha* imparted a fresh splen¬ 
dour to her lovely countenance. Her eyes are 
bright with a new lustre, her whole being Is 
radiant with a new grace, a new impulse. Her 
heart, her mind, her form, have changed ; she ik 
no longer a child, her i step is on the ladder of 
fresh youth. Imaginative and beautiful, with 
golden youth as her companion, we find her gather¬ 
ing flowers and casting her glance from time to 
times at the necklace on her bosom. 

A young Rajput soldier dismounts from his 
steed near the gate. Her eyes turn in Uiat direc*' 
tion ; a thrill passes through her being ; her glance 
remains immovably fixed on him. He sees her in 
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the jf*rden, the beaulHuJ Rajput girl '"^om he had 
met one evening in the same garden, and whose 
exquisite loveliness had hold him spelNbonnd. 
'fhc next morning he had placed a string of corals 
and pearls round her neck. On Uie battlefield, 
in the thick of peril, In camp among the troops, 
her image would rise before his eyes, and In the 
night sweet dreams of that beautiful form would 
fill hi# soul; he see# her again, that vision of 
supreme loveliness, with her smiiing face rosy with 

the blush of joy. For r while he stands speech¬ 
less and amased. 

O moon, shower your beams of nectar oo 
Raghunath and Sarayu. A silent watcher through 
lovely nights, many •charming scenes have you 
witnessed but never such as this. When virgio 
love meets youth and fills the young heart with a 
divine flame, and like moonbeams, rolls its waves 
of extatic joy through the human soul, and the 
world I# saturated, and earth and heaven flooded 
with iU influence, then indeed, Paradise descends 
upon this world. For a while she waits there 
bending down her hesd, enters the temple and 
apprises her foster father of the arrival of Raghu- 
nath. Janardan Dev greets and welcomes Slvaji’s 
messenger with great respect and joy. 

In the evening Raghunath sat with the priest 
and imparted to him all the news he possessed. 
He told him of the discomfiture of SayesU Khan 
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Aod his return to Delhi, of the Sivaji’s usump* 
tioD of kingabip in Raigarh, and the excellent 
arrangement he had made to administer the 
country. But Sivaji was perturbed at the news 
that the Emperor had tent Jal Singh, the powerful 
monarch of Ambar, to subdue him. The Mahratta 
monarch is hopeful of making terms with Ambar 
and in this connexion he is anxious to meet 
Janardan Dev, the learned priest whose native 
land is Ambar. Arrangement had been made 
for his journey, and it was his master's wish that 
Janardan abould leave for Raigarh with Raghu- 
uath in a few days if he could make U convenient 
'to do so. 

Sarayu was making arrangements for the 
evening meal on one side of the room, and it is 
needless to state that she heard every word that 
was ottered. They would go to the capital 
of the Mahratta kingdom and Raghunath would 
accompany them. This thought made her heart 
dance with joy ; the walerpot dropped from her 
hand ; thrilled to the bone and coveted with 
blushes she left the room. 

A long conversation followed between Janardan 
Dev and Raghunath. The latter talked about 
his home, hit people, gave an account of his 
family, and spoke to the priest as bis father. 
Janardan was very pleased to learn of the noble 
ancestry of Raghunath, which was visible in 
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hli dUtingulthed Appearance, his courage, his 
respectful bearing, and he felt like a father to 
hin. The evening meal was ready for Raghunath. 
Janardan rose and with great joy embraced him. 

"Now come and take your meal," be said. 
am very pleaded to learn of your ancestry. 1 
know your family of which yon are a worthy 
scion. I have regarded Sarayo as my daughter, 
and from today I shall regard you as my ton | 
and -if, after the war is over, 1 am fortunate 
enoagh to place Sarayu in your hands, I shall 
die contented and happy. May God Almighty 
keep you both happy." 

Raghunath's eyes filled with tears.. Slowly be 
bowed down to the feet of the holy man and 
said : “leather give your blessingt so that this 
poor soldier may h<f able to fnlfil your heart’s 
desire. Raghunath is today only a havtidar, 
without rank, wealth or fane, but may he have 
your blessings, and may God help him to be 
worthy of the priceless jewel he will seek to 
.win." 

These words reached Sarayu't ears ; her deli¬ 
cate form trembled like a leaf in the wind. He 
hardly touched his meal and Sarayu was a poor 
hostess that evening. 




CHAPTER XIIL 

The Journey to Rajcarh. 

The erreogemenU for the joarney occupied 
levertl deyt, and during thia period Raghuoatb 
stayed in the residence of the priest. He would 
see Sarayu pick flowxrs In the garden morning 
and evening, and in the middle of the day and in 
the afternoon be would take the food served by 
her sweet hands. But during these few days 
Raghunath could not muster courage to speak t» 
the girl. Hli heart beat fast whenever he met 
her, and she would draw her veil and slip away. 

When the party left the fortress of Torna a 
horseman took his place by,^arayu’s Utter, and in 
the journey througii mountain paths and forests, 
across treeleu fields and along river banks, he 
remained constantly by her side. And at night, 
when she rested with her companions in some 
obscure temple or a way-side shop or a broken- 
down hut there was the same soldier strolling near 
with a lance In hia hands- 

A woman naturally observes and understands 
these things. A man’s kindness, his assiduous 
care and the impulse of bis heart do not remain 
hidden from her. Sarayu would watch the tireless 
soldier from her Utter | her eyes would light up at 
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the light of hilt god-like forui, and intense happi¬ 
ness and love would fill her heart. 

In the evening, she would attend on him while 
be sat to his meal, but bashfulness prevented her 
performing the part of a good hostess. In the morn¬ 
ing, the would see him mount his horse and could 
not easily tern away her eyes from his pale face. 

After a few days’ journey the party arrived at 
Rajgarh, Janardan Dev halted in a village under 
the fort He sent word of bis arrival to Sivaji 
with a request to be allowed to wait on him the 
following day. 

The meal was served somewhat late, that 
evening. The priest took light refreshment and 
retired early. At one prak»r Sarayu brought in 
Raghnnath’s food. 

After his meal he remained Indoors contrary to 
his usual habit. He hesitated for a while and then 
with alow steps he went to the spot where Sarayu 
was seated. 

Suppressing his feelings he spoke So a steady 
voice. 

“Devi,” he said, “my duty is accomplished; 
give me your leave to depart.'* 

Like water to the thirsty, the w'ords fell on 
•eager ears. Her heart leaped within her. Crimson 
with joy, she stood motionless. 

Raghunath spoke again. “Devi, give me your* 
.leave to depart," he repeated, “tomorrow yon will 
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proceed to the king's peUce end the poor soldier 
will rejc^n hU dutj.” 

Soppressiag her beshfulness she wiped her 
eyes and answered In a voice full of tenderness. 
“May God give you success in battle for the care 
you have bestowed on us. for the trouble you have 
taken over me ; may your ambition be fulfilled. 
What return can we make for all that yon have 
done for us 

“1 are fortunate," he replied respectfully, "1 
have been able to bring you to Rajgarh safely. If 
you are pleased with my services my prayer is that 
you tyill not forget this poor soldier. 

She understood him and bent down her head. 
Encouraged by her attitude Raghnnath put aside 
his reserve and spoke more freely. “Forgive the 
poor soldier/* he said, “if he has aspired too high. 
Your father looks on me with favour; 1 trust you 
will not cast your eyes away from me. If by the 
grace of God I am able to realise my ambition, and 
tny efforts and hopes are crowned with success. 
1 shall reveal my feelings to you ; till then.think 
of this poor soldier sometimes.’* 

Humbly he took his leave and departed. Her 
eyes followed hint and remained fixed on the path 
he bad taken. Who can say what thoughts filled 
her soul. It was midnight. She heaved a sigh 
and murmured, "Noble soldier, you will always live 
in my dreams; God Is my witness.** 



CHAPTER XIV. 

jAi Singh. 

We have stated before that Aurangzeb recalled 
Sayesta Khan and Jaawant Singh as they bad 
proved inefficient, and in their place appointed hia 
own son Sultan Moa«lm to Uke charge of the 
army in the Deccan. Later, he also sent Maharaja 
Jaswant Sin^ to assist hiox. As these men failed 
to achieve any definite result they were replaced 
by Jai Singbi renowned Raja of Amber, 
assisted by Dilwar Khan, a famous Afgan noted 
for his pfowess and courage. Towards the end of 
Chaitra in the year 1665 of the Christian era 
Jai Singh advanced into the Deccan. Instead 
of waiting for the enemy like Sayesta Khan, be 
instructed Dilwar Khan to launch an attack on the 
fortress of Purandar, and he himself surrounded 
Singhagarh and advanced to the gates of Raigarh. 

Sivaji was averse to a war with a Hindu 
general, especially as be was fully aware of ^i 
Singh’s reputation as a soldier, the strength of his. 
force which was irresistable, and his capacity as a 
commander. Aurangzeb had perhaps no general 
more powerful than him. 

Bernier, a French traveller, who visited India. 
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*boot thU time, Km Jeft on record hU opinion that 
there w»» no men in Bharatvarsh* who poseeseed 
the wisdom and 'the clear Intellect of Jai Singh. 
Siva)i, from the very first, abandoned his accus* 
tomed initiative. He sent his envoys again and 
again to Jai Singh with proposals of peace, but the 
shrewd Raja placed no faith on them. At last 
•Slvaji's trusted minister, Raghunath PanU Niaya 
Saatri, arrived as representative of Sivaji and look 

great pains to expUin to the Raja that Sivaji was 

honestly sincere in the proposals he was making. 
Me was also a Kshatrlyl, and well understood the 
honour due to a Kshalrlya. Raja Jai Singh 
believed him. “Noble Brahmin*’ ho itld “I am 
fully satisfied. Tell your master that the Emperor 
Q^lhi is prepared to pardon hU rebellfous con¬ 
duct and will receive him with respect and honour. 
I give you my word. 1 am a Rajput, and a KajpnPs 
word is never broken.” 

A few days after this, while Jai Singli was with 
his ministers at a conference, a sentry entered the 
lent. "May victory crown your Excellency," he 
said, "Raja Sivaji has arrived and requests an 
audience with your Excellency.” 

Everyone was amaxed. Jai Singh rose and 
went to the door of the lent to receive the renown¬ 
ed visitor. He greeted and embraced him, led him 
ioto the tent, and offered him a seat on his guddy 
I «n bis right side. 
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Sivaji felt duly honoured. After a few prelimi* 
fiary words of courtesy Jsi Singh said : "You have 
honoured me by coming to my tent; please regard 
the place as yours owm." 

"Your humble servant has never failed to 
■obey your command," replied Sivaji. “You sent 
word through Raghunath Panta desiring my pre¬ 
sence here, and I am here. ! am duly honoured 
by your kindness and courtesy.* 

"Yes, 1 remember all I said to Raghunath 
Panta. I shall do all 1 promised. The Emperor 
of Delhi will pardon you, he will protect ypu, 
be will honour you. I have given my word that 
this will be done, and a Rajput never breaks 
hU word." 

After a while the conference was dissolved ; 
the councillors departed, leaving Jai Singh and 
Sivaji together. The smile he had assumed 
departed from Sivaji’s countenance. He rested 
the chin on his_ hand and seemed engrossed in 
thought Jai Singh noticed tears in his eyes. 

"Do you regret, Raja,* you have placed your¬ 
self in my hands ?" asked Jai Singh. "I assure 
you there is no cause for regret You have trusted 
me and delivered yourself to me ; a Rajput never 
belies his trust, be will never lay hands on you. 
Choose any horse from my stables tonight and 
depart, if you wish. Yon have come safely, yon 
will go back safely; my orders are that no 
7 
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Rajpot sh*ll Uy hinds on yoti. If I cin win the 
war, so moch the better; if I cannot, there will be 
no regret. I shall ever be true to the tradition of 
Kshatriyas.” 

“Maharaj/' replied Sivaji, *1 do not regret I 
have placed myself in the hands of a person like 
you ; my heart U breaking at the thought that L 
bare to abandon the great cause on behalf of the 
Hindu religion and Hindu glory which I have been 
trying to achieve from the days of my boyhood. 
But even this I have resolved to do. 1 do not 
regret.” 

"What grieves you then ?" 

"Since my boyhood I have sung songs of your 
glory. The songs are true. If there is nobleness, 
troth and sense of duty In this world, they are to 
be found In the Rajput. Will the Rajput submit 
to the foreigner ? Is .Maharaja Jai Singh a 
commander under Anrangzeb ? 

"Kshatriya Raj, this is truly a matter for 
regret,” said Jai singh, "but the Rajputs did not 
submit to the foreigner without stubborn resistance, 
Tbe^ fought against the Emperor of Delhi so long 
as it was possible, but the decree of fate compelled 
them to submit Glorious Pratap, the great hero 
of Mewar, attempted the impossible, and today 
his descendants pay a tribute to Delhi. You are 
perhaps aware of this.*' 

"Yes, and that is the reason I ask you how you 
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c*n be *0 eager in the c«um of a people who 
are our eternal enem/,*’ taid SivajL 

"When 1 accepted the command of the Im¬ 
perial army 1 gave my word that I would spare 
DO pains to achieve the Imperial Usk. What I 
• havc^romised to do, 1 shall do." 

•‘Must we always keep our promise ? How 
can there be good faith with those who are enemies 
of oor country and our religion ?*’ 

“Vou are a Kshatriya." said Jal Singh, “and 
you ask this question ? Read the history of the 
Rajputs : they have fought the Moslems through 
many centuries ; they have never broken their 
word. They have sometimes achieved success 
and often suffered reverses, but whether success¬ 
ful Of otherwise, in prosperity and in peril, they 
have always fulfilled their promise. We' have no 
longer the freedom of which we were once so 
proud, but we still possess the pride of honesty. 
In our own country an* beyond, among friends and 
enemies alike, the Rajput name is held in high 
honour. Kshatriya Raj, Todar Mull conquered 
Bengal, Man Singh carried the imperial flag erf 
victory from Kabul to Orissa ; they never belied 
their trust j they fulfilled their promise (o the 
Emperor. MabratU Raj. the word of a Kshatriya 
is more solemn than a treaty of peace ; many 
treaties have been broken, but the word of a 
Kshatriya has never been broken." 
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JaswAot Singh it * *Ulw»ft pillar 
of the Hlnrltt faith,” said Sivaji. “He refnsed to 
take arms against the Hindus on behalf of the 
Mabomedans.” 

“Jaswant Singh It renowned for his valour 
and he is a pillar of the Hindu faith ; there is no* 
doubt about that. Hii kin g dom of Marwar Is 
in a desert, and bis soldiers are perhaps the 
hardiest and the bravest in the world. If 
juwant, protected by his desert) and with the 
aid of his brave soldiers had fought for the inde¬ 
pendence of the Hindus, I would have nothing but 
praise for him. If he had proved victorloas and 
hc^sted the flag of victory In Delhi, I would have 
acknowledged him as Emperor. Or, If defeated, 
he had sacrificed hU life in the desert for the cause 
of his country and his religion, I would have 
worshipped him as a god. But the day be accepted 
the command of the Delhi army he promised to 
fulfil the trust that was committed to him. 
After accepting a trust, to belie it, was not worthy 
of a Kshatriya. By this act he has tarnished his 
repuUtion. Since his defeat on the banks of the 
Sipra be nourished a grudge against Aurangseb ; 
otherwise be could never be guilty of such a 
shameful act.” 

Shrewd Sivaji realized that Jal Singh was not 
Jaswant Singh. After a pause he spoke, “Is it 
a shameful act to strive for the advancement of 
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HEodu religion or to regard a Hlndn aa hts brother 
and asaist him ?" 

“I do not aay that," replied Jai Singh. “Why 
didn’t Jnswant Singh reaigo his service openly 
before God and man before making an alliance 
with you ? Why did he not strive for Hindu 
indcpendance in the manner that you are doing ? 
To have acted against his aoverign in secret 
while still in his service was treachery. Kshatriya 
Raj, a treacherous act is unworthy of a 
Kshatriya.” 

“If he had joined me openly, tlie Emperor 
would have appointed sonte other general in 
command of the army, and very probably both of 
us would have been defeated and killed." 

“Death in battle Is an honour for the Kahatriya, 
treachery a dishonour." 

Sivaji's face crimsoned “Rajput," he said, “the 
Mabratta also has no fear of death. If by the 
sacriSce of this poor life of mine I could achieve 
my object of Hindu independence and Hindu glory, 
I would rend my bosom with a knife this very 
moment f or take your spear, brave Rajput, and 
strike into my heart, and I ahall die with a smile 
on my face. But it causes me intense agony to 
think that 1 must abandon all hope of Hindu 
glory, of Hindu freedom, of which i dreamed 
when I was a little boy, for which I had fought a 
hundred battles and defeated a hundred foes, 
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Aod which hope I have cherished night and 
day in my lonely moantains and valteyi, In the 
battlefield and in camp, for the last twenty years. 
Can freedom be achieved by the sacrifice of life 
in battle." 

Jay Singh listened to these earnest words ; he 
saw tears in Sivaji’s eyes; he replied as before 
In a quiet manner. 

"If truth fails to protect the pore Hindu reli* 
gion, can deceit do so ? If the seed of freedom, 
in the hero's breast fails to sprout, what avails 
shrewdness and canning ?" 

Slvaji was bafBed. After a long pause he 
spoke slowly : ".Maharaj, I regard you as my 
father ; I have never met a soldier as dutiful and 
clear-headed as yourself; I am like your son. I 
wish to ask you a question ; I want a fatherly 
advice. During my wanderings in my boyhood days 
among ^e mountains and valleys of Konkaa I 
have thought deep thoughta and dreamed ambitioua 
dreams. 1 would feel that Bhawani herself was 
exhorting me to liberate my country, to establish 
Hindu temples all over the land, to disperse 
the enemies of my religion. I was a child. I was 
Infatuated by the dream. Proudly I took op the 
sword, I gathered heroes round me, I commenced 
my career of conquests. When I was a young 
man I dreamt the same dream—the greatness 
of the Hindu name, the glorification of Hindu 
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religfoo, the etUblithment of Hinda libertjr. It 
was the spell of the dream that enabled me to 
make conquests, to defeat my enemies, to extend 
my territories, to establish temples. Kshatrl 3 ra 
Raj, eras my ambition a crime, and my dream 
a pore illusion ? Speak as a father to a 
son." 

Raja Jal Singh, honest and experienced, 
remained silent for a long while ; then he spoke 
slowly in a solemn voice. "Raja," he said, 'i know 
no loftier cause than what you have espoused ; 
I know of no dream more real tltat yours, Slvaji ; 
1 fully understand the great purpose you have at 
heart; I have praised it among my friends and 
enemies, I have exhorted my boy, Ram Singh, to 
emulate you example ; 1 have not forgotten the 
glory of Rajput freedom. And more, Slvaji, 
your dream is not a mere dream. The more I 
see, the more I feel, that the Moghul Empire Is 
passing away; these wars and strivings are all 
in vain; the Moslem rule is stained with dis> 
honour,' it is tapped with luxury, It U damned 
by the curse of oppressed Hindus ; tike a crumb¬ 
ling structure it cannot stand together much 
longer. Sooner or later this grandiose fabric 
of an empire will be dust, and then will 
rise the Hindu glory once again. The life-seed 
of the Mahratta is sprouting; its fire of youth 
will perhaps sweep the land. Slvaji, your dream 
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U not • mere dre«m ; Bhavreni’* exhorUtlcns are 
not Uluaioas." 

These words sent a thrill of joy and hope 
through Sivajl. 'Then why. O Mahatma, do you 
still stand by the empire, like a soUUry pillar of 
the Moghul palace a crumbling he exclaimed. 

“Honesty Is the religion of the Kshatrlya. I 
shall fulfil ray promise. But what is impossible 
cannot be accompibhed; a crumbling structure 
must fall.” 

“Well, fulfil your prombe. Even the gods In 
heaven, amazed at your sterling faithfulness to 
crafty Aurangxeb, will have nothing but praise 
for you. But I have pven no promise to Aurang- 
leb. Will you blame me if I employ my brains^ 
my skill, to achieve the advancement of my country 
and crush Aurangzeb ?" 

“Kshatrlya Raj, craftiness Is always reprehen. 
sible in a soldier, and more so when the cause la 
lofty. The ascendancy of the Mahrattas cannot 
be withheld, they will gain greater strength, and 
perhaps they may be the rulers of Bkaratvtrska. 
But Slvaji, the training you are giving your people 
today they will never forget. Please do not take 
offence at what I say; you are teaching them today 
to ravage towns, tomorrow they will ravage 
Bharatvarske ; you are teaching them today to 
overcome the enemy by craft and cunning, they 
will never leam to face the enemy In the open 
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field. Like a true guru, implant true virtue in a 
people who are destined to be the ruler* of 
Bharat. An evil aeed will bear evil fruit through* 
out the laud for a hundred years. Listen to the 
words of an old experienced Rajput. Train your 
men to meet the eneny in the open field and 
forget the lessons of craft and cunning. You are 
a great Hindu. Hundreds of times have I praised 
your lofty purpose. If you fail to impart the 
noble lesson of virtue to your people, who else 
will ? Be.careful: every act of yours will bear iU 
fruit for many many year* throughout the whole 
land." 

Sivajl listened to these weighty word* and for 
a long while remained silent. At length he spoke. 
•‘You are the guru of gurus ; your advice is very 
precious indeed. But today 1 have yielded myself 
to Aurangxeb ] when shall 1 have an opportunity to 
impart instruction to my people 

“Victory and defeat alternate; I win today, 
you win tomorrow ; today you submit to 
Aurangseb, tomorrow you may be free/' 

“May Cod fulfil your predictions, but so long 
as you are the commander of Aurangzeb's forces 
freedom for me is impoesible. Bhawani herself 
has prohibited war against the Hindus." 

Jai Singh smiled. “Life is ephemeral; how 
tong will the old man last ? but so long as he 
lives, he will perform his duty." 
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"Maj you live long," »aid Sivaji. 

"Now let os part, Sivaji.” 1 have served 
under Aurangseb’s father, and now I serve ander 
Anrangseb, but so long as T live I shall never be 
false to the crown. But great Kshatriya, be assor* 
ed that the glory of the Mahratta race and the rise 
of Hindu power cannot be withheld. Believe an 
old man, the Moghul Raj will crumble and Hindu 
greatness is inevitable. Before long the whole 
country will resound with your fame and the rising 
glory of the Hindus." 

With tears in his eyes Sivaji embraced Jai 
Singh. "Oh righteous man,” he said, "may flowers 
and sandal rain on your head : may your words 
come true I I shall not raise the sword against you 
for I have delivered myself to you ; but if in the 
course of events I gain my liberty, then, Kahatriya 
Raj, ! shall meet you, and at your feet I shall seek 
your instruction once again.” 


CHAPTER XV. 

The Storming Of Ruora Manual. 

Peace was soon restored. Sivaji handed back 
the fortresses which he had taken from the 
Moghuls ; he also restored twenty out of thirty two 
fortresses, which he bad either captured or built 
in the kingdom of Ahmadnagar, now no more, and ^ 
retained the rensaining twelve as jaigir under 
Aurangseb. In return for these concessions he 
obtained from the emperor some territory in the 
kingdom of Bijapur, and his eighteen years old 
son, Sambhujl, received the title of Mansabdar of 
Five Thousand. 

After peace with Sivaji Raja Jai Singh directed 
his efforts to reduce the kingdom of Bijapur and 
extend the imperial rule over it. Sivaji did not 
break the treaty which bis father had arranged 
between him and Bijapur, but the sultan, availing 
himself of the difficulty in which Sivaji had in* 
voived himself, made no scrnple in attacking his 
kingdom. And so Sivaji, as an ally of Jai Singh, 
commenced a war against All Adil Shah, the 
Sultan of Bijapur, and captured a good many of 
his fortresses with his Mawali troops. 
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The friendship between Jei Slngii «nd Sivaji 
becAme closer and a genuine attachment sprang 
op between the two soldiers. They remained 
together most of the time and assisted each other 
in their respective wars. It is needless to say 
that a young havildar belonging to Sivaji's force 
remained in the residence of a Brahmin priest. Is 
it necessary to mention his name ? 

Simple-minded Janardan Dev had come to 
regard Raghueath as his son, and Ragfaunath, 
when he found time, would visit the priest and get 
news of Rajasthan and his own country, Ambar, 
and listen to the aebievemenu of Jai Singh. 
Occasionally, he would speak of wars till midnight, 
describing the storming of castles, attacks on 
enemy camps, and fierce fights in the jungles or 
on th'e top of mountains. While narrating these 
events his eyes ivoold sparkle, his voice tremble, 
and bis countenance would flush with excitement. 
Janardan Dev heard these tales with a sense of 
nervousness, and from the next room, Sarayu, 
seated silently, listened to the burning words, 
and with tears In her eyes invoked the assistance 
of God to protect the youthful soldier. These 
tales would proceed till midnight, and then Sarayu 
would bring in the food, and standing beside 
Raghunath while he took his meal, would feast 
her eyes on his god-like form. And after that, 
when, he took leave to depart or spoke to her, the 
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bEthfal girl could mAke no reply : »he would draw 
her veil and alip away and send an auswer 
through her maid. 

This was not necessary. Raghunath fully 
understood the language of her eyes, and Sarayu 
also read his thoughts in his. Their lives, tl^ir 
minds, their souls, were flooded with the giad 
wav'Cf of first love, youth's first love filled their 
hearts with exUtic delight. 

After capturing a number of fortresses within 
a short time Sivaji decided to storm one of 
the most difficult and inaccessible citadel in 
Bijapur. He gave no clue of his line of attack, 
and not even his own men knew what would 
be his next objective. He had his camp near 
Jai Singh's, about ten or twelve miles from an 
enemy fortress. In the evening he issned orders 
that a thousand Mawalis and MahratUs roost be 
ready for Immediate action. At 
announced that he would launch an attack on 
Rudra Mandal, and with these one thousand men 
marched towards the fortress. 

In the darkness of the night they arrived 
at the foot erf a hill. All round, the land waa 
flat, and In lu midst rose a lofty hill on which 
waa built the fortress of Rudra Mandal. There 
was only one path leading to the top, but this 
being wartime, that path was closed. The other 
sides of the bill featured thick jungle and steep 
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rock», very difficult to aegotute. There wss no 
path. Sivaji gave the order to aacend. Clinging 
to trees and leaping from rock to rock like moon* 
tain cats, these Mawali and Mahratta soldiers 
commenced to climb the hilt. Sometimes on their 
feet, and sometimes squatting, clinging to over* 
hanging branches and jumping from ledge to ledge, 
they continued ‘ swarming up the hill slowly. It is 
doobtful whether any o^er race has produced 
climbers as adept as the Mahrattas, 

After they had proceeded halfway Sivaji 
noticed some lights appear on the ramparts of the 
fort above. He stood for a while, thoughtful. Had 
the enemy information of his approach ? What 
else could account for the appearance of those 
lights f Their rays reached the foot of the for¬ 
tress, and the lights seemed to indicate that the 
defenders were expecting the enemy and had 
provided against an attack in darkness. Sivaji 
gave instruction to bis men to advance more 
cautiously through Kreens of rocks and trees. 
His men moved silently. They continued to swarm 
up behind the shelter of trees, thickets and stones. 
There was not a sound. Sivajt advanced in the 
deep hush of a dark night. 

After a while they arrived at the edge of a level 
and open plot of ground. This was iliumlosted by 
the light that fell from above, and a movement of 
troops across it would very probably be noticed. 




THB STORMING OP RUORA WANDAL III 

Sivaji stopped again. Standing beneath a tree he 
cast his eyes around. In front was the open treeless 
space about fifty yards wide, and beyond that a 
thick forest. Was it possible to cross the bit of 
space without being noticed ? The slopes on 
either side presented an impassable harrier. He 
looked brlow. They had already climbed a con¬ 
siderable height, and a descent and fresh ascent by 
another route might not be accomplished before 
the sun appeared. After waiting a while he sent 
for Tannaji Malasri, his trusted Mawall friend, and 
conferred with him in whispers for sometime. 
Then Tannaji left. Sivaji waited; hii raefl 
waited. 

Tannaji returned within half an hour and spoke 
to Sivaji in a whisper. After a moment’s thoud^t 
Sivaji said : "Be it so : there is no other way." 

There was a water-course or gully that had 
been scooped on the hillside by the rain. It was 
very deep with high slopes on either side. It was 
decided to make the ascent by thU route, the 
irrfty sides affording a secure screen from the 
enemy above. The troops began to move along 
the ^lly. The thousand men slowly continued 
their ascent along this gorge covered with huge 
rocks and boulders. Before long they entered a 
thick clump of trees. Sivaji offered a silent prayer 
of gratitude to Bhawani. 

Suddenly behind him a man fell. Sivaji 
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looked. There wa» ao arrow In hlj cheat. Ano* 
iher ahaft, a aecond man fell; and then a rain 
or ahafu. The enemy were wide awake. They had 
noticed the course of the men along the deep 
gorge and were pointing their lire in that direction. 

Sivaji'a troops waited behind the shelter of 
trees. The ihooUng stopped. Slvajl realised that 
the enemy bad discovered the presence of the 
aggressors. He cast his eyes at the fort and saw a 
large number of lights and guards moving in 
different directions. He was only twenlyfive 
yards from the outer wail of the fortress. The 
defenders were on their guard, and the castle could 
only be taken after fierce fighting. 

Sivaji's llfedoog companion also noticed these 
things. He spoke slowly. "There Is yet time for 
us to move down ; If we don’t get the fort tonight, 
we can gel it tomorrow ; If we make an attempt 
tonight, we might lose all our men." 

"I shall do what 1 promised to Jal Singh," 
replied Slvajl In a solemn voice, "f shall capture 
Rudra Mandal tonight if It cosU my life.” 

Slvajl continued his advance silently through 
the trees. To delude the enemy he sent a hundred 
men to the further side of the hUI with Instructions 
to make a diam atUck. Within a short while 
the sound of guns was beard from that direction. 
Believing that the attack was from the other side, 
the guard and the troops rushed off to defend the 
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■oppoaite tid« ; the lights on the battlements that 
faced Sivaji disappeared. “Mahrattaa," said Sivaji, 
“yon have given proof of your courage In a hun> 
dred fights and preserved the good name of Sivaji ; 
furnish the proof once more tonight. Tannaji, 
give me proof of your life-long friendship to- 
oight.” 

These words inspired conrage in the hearts of 
the men. In silence, in the deep darkness of the 
night they reached the fortress ifall. It was past 
midnight; there was no light in the sky ; there 
was BO sound ; only from time to time the night air 
carried the sigh of the foliage. 

Sivaji was ten yards from the castle wall when 
a sentinel appeared on the top of U. He had 
heard a sound among the trees. A Mawali soldier 
silently discharged an arrow ; the unfortunate man's 
dead body fell outside the castle wall. This noise 
drew a number of troops, which quickly increased 
to two or three hundred on the wail and below it. 
Secrecy was now impossible. With lips compressed 
and tense with excitement Sivaji gave the order of 
atuck. 

“Har, Har, Mahadeo!“ The roar of the 
aggressors ascended the air. A part of the force 
rushed forward to scale the wall while the rest 
remained behind, and from the shelter of woods 
rained their arrows on the defenders. The Maho> 
medans also, without flinching, raised the cry of 
8 
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"AlU ho Akbtr” th«t made the earth aad sky riogr 
and rushed forward. Some discharged their 
arrows from the wall, while others spoiling for a 
fight, leaped down aad engaged the enemy in the 
woods. 

Soon a fierce conflict ensued below the wall 
and under the trees. The men on the wall hurled 
their jat-elins on the aggressors below, while the 
latter showered their arrows on the defenders^ 
Dead bodies began to pile up near the wall, 
and the men stepped on these bodies and: 
continued a fierce hand to hand conflict with sword 
and spear. Hundreds of Mahomedans had pene< 
trated the woods. The Mawalls, like tigere, leaped 
forward and attacked them. The powerful Afgans 
fought splendidly, and soon the hill slopes were 
streaming with human blood. Hundreds of Mab- 
rattas, stationed under trees, in thickets, or behind 
rocks, continued to discharge their arrows, which 
poured through the teaves and branches in a 
ceaseless stream and thinned the ranks of the 
defenders. 

At this moment a voice of thunder, drowning 
the noise of battle, rose in the air. "Sivajl Ki Jai” 
All eyes tamed in the direction of the sound. 
A yonng Rajput soldier had pierced through the 
ranks of the enemy ; with the aid of bis long 
spear he had vaulted on the fortress wall ; he 
dashed down the Pathan standard, killed the 
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sUndftrd bearer, and standing boldly on the 
bartisan, in a voice of thunder raised the battle cry 
• Sivajl Kl Jal." 

For a moment there was a pause In the conflict, 
and Hindus and Mahomedans gazed on the tall 
figure, on which the light of stars fell, mth amaza- 
roeoL His steel helmet gleamed in the stardight, 
his hands and arms were covered with blood, his 
broad powerful chest displayed enemy arrows, his 
tall spear streamed with blood, his ^es flashed 
through a profusion of hair that partly obscured 
them. The enemy, surprised, moved back like 
waves for a moment, and for a moment they 
thouglit that the god of war himself, with hii tall 
lance, had descended from the skies. 

And then the Afgans rushed forward and 
surrounded him like black clouds. Rsghunsth's 
skill in the use of the sword and lance was on* 
rivalled, but it was not possible to fight a hundred 
men. His life was in great danger. 

Fired by the eiample of the heroic Rajput, the 
Mawalis, like tigers, leaped on the fortress wall 
and commened a fierce fight around him. Two or 
three hundred men crowded on the ^ top of the 
wall and on Its side, and with sword and dagger 
broke through the Pathan ranks and cleared a 
way ahead. Tbs fortress resounded with their 
cries. To fight s thousand . Mahrattas with a 
strength of two or three hundred Rien only was 
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DOt poMible for the Psth&as. They felled to etem 
the etUck. 

SIvaji aad Tannaji leaped down from the 
fortroM wall and rushed towards the castle. The 
men realized that fighting was no longer necessary 
at the spot and sped behind them. With the speed 
of lightning SivajI reached the castle. This place 
was strongly fortilled and defended. By Sivaji’s 
orders the castle was snrrounded and the guard 
ouUlde put to the sword. Then he called out in 
a trumpet voice to the keeper of the castle. 

“Open the gate or the castle will be burnt 
down.” 

“Yoo may burn the castle, but I shall never 
open my door to a Ke/er," came the bold reply. 

Torches were hurried to the spot and fire was 
applied to the doors and windows. The defenders 
showered their arrows to prevent the aggressors 
achieving their purpose. Many men with torches 
were killed, bnt the building caught fire. 

Doors, windows, beams, rafters and laths, 
and then the whole of the enormous structure took 
fire. Huge roaring flames leaped up to sky with 
flaring lights and dispelled the darkness of the 
night. The great blaze could be seen and heard 
from a great distance alt around and proclaimed 
that Rudra Mandal had been stormed. 

Raharaat Khan, the master of the fort, had 
done what was possible for a hero to do, and now 
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to die like a hero wei the only thing that remained 
to him. When the castle was biasing Rahamat 
Khan and his followers jumped down from the 
roof. They singled out Maharatta opponents and 
fought with their swords, killing a good many of 
them. 

Th« aggressors in a body surrounded the 
Afgans, and in the conflict the latter began to lose 
their men one by one until only a few remained. 
Rahamat Khan, wounded and faint, continued a 
heroic fight. The Mahrattas attacked him from 
all sides and raised their swords to strike, and his 
life hung in the balance when Sivaji gave the 
order to take him prisoner and not to kill him. 
They wrenched away his sword, bound his hands, 
and took him away a captive. 

While bis men were engaged in potting out 
the fire Sivaji noticed in the distaitce a dark cloud 
of Afgan soldiers, five huudred strong, marching 
up on the farther side of the hill. It may be 
remembered that before launching his attack on 
the fortress he had sent a hundred men in order 
to delude the defenders by a sham, attack on the 
opposite side of the bill. The feint had succeeded, 
and a large number of Afgans had rushed off In' 
that direction. The wily Mahrattas, concealed 
in trees, had kept up a show of fight for a while’ 
and had gradually retreated, and their enemy, 
elated at their success, had pursued them to the 
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bottom of th« hill. They bed bo Inkling that the 
real attack had been made from the other side of 
the bill and that Sivaji was in possession of the 
fortreu. 

When, however, the fields and villages, the 
bills and valleys, were lighted up by the flare of 
the bnrning castle, they realised their mistake and 
they hurried back to meet and destroy the enemy 
OB the hill top. Sivaji bad been able to take the 
place owing to the small number of defenders ; 
he now saw that he had to deal with a f<wce of 
five hundred powerful Afgaos, who were making 
dteir way towards him. It was a critical moment. 
He dechled that the most effective stand conld 
be made within the castle itself. It was protected 
by stone battlements on all sides which had not 
been destroyed by the fire. The wooden doors 
and windows had been burnt down, and in some 
places the roof had collapsed, leaving a mass of 
stones and debris on the floor. His quick eye 
told him thet there was no better place than the 
castle itself to withstand the attack of a superior 
force. 

He planned out the operation in a moment. 
He stationed Tannaji and two hundred men 
within the castle, placed his archers round the 
battlements and at the doors and windows, and 
hit 8pear>men on the castle roof. Stones and 
debris were removed to places where barriers 
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were needed. Then taming to Tennaji witk 
e •mile, he eald: “You will defend this 
^Uce if attacked by the enemy, but before that 
we may be able to deal with them effectively. 
They are still mounting the hill. A sudden attack 
on them now Is imperative. Tannaji I Remain here 
with your two hundred men and I shall make 
the attempt." 

“I shall not remain here nor any of my two 
hundred men," replied Tannaji. "Kshatriya Raj, 
rentain here and prepare to defend the castle ; 1 
am fully capable of dispersing the enemy." 

“You are right,*' said Sivaji with a smile, “the 
sight of the enemy roused my fighting spiriL Your 
advice Is excellent 1 shall remain here." Then 
raising his voice be called out: “Is there any one 
•among my havlldars who will undertake to disperse 
the enemy with two hundred men ?" 

Eager voices were heard and ten men stepped 
iorward. Raghunath was among them on oive 
dde. He stood silent with his eyes on the ground. 
Sivaji inspected the group, then addressing 
Raghunath, he said: “Havildar, you are the 
youngest amongst these, but your arm has the 
strength of a giant. 1 am pleased with your 
courage, Raghunath. You commenced the assault 
of the fortress ; it is right you should complete 
your work." 

Raghuoath bowed down to the ground, and 
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then with the speed of lightoiog he disappeer* 
ed from view wilh two handred men. ‘That 
havildar is a Rajput," said Sivaji, turning to 
Tannaji, “and his appearance and courage indicate 
a noble lineage. But he has never talked of his 
family or boasted of his remarkable courage. One 
day be saved my life in Poona, today he was the 
foremost In the attack on this fortress. I have 
done nothing for him yet; tomorrow in the royal 
court, and in the presence of Raja Jai Singh, 1 shaH 
give him a soitable reward." 

Raghonath achieved the Usk he had under, 
taken. The Mahrattas hurled their javelins on the 
Afgans as they were ascending the hill, and with 
shouts of*Hara Hara Mahadeo* they rushed on them. 
But there was no resisUnce. The light of torches 
revealed a large force of Mahrattas on the top of 
the hill, and realising that the fortress was in their 
hands and it would be diflicult to recover it, the 
Afgans retreated down the hill and dispersed. The 
Mawatis pursued and with sword and dagger 
slaughtered a Urge number of the enemy. 

Raghonath now recalled his men. TJseless 
sUoghter Is forbidden by Sivaji,* he said. The 
task was completed; the Afgans had been dis. 
persed. 

Raghunath then posted sentinels along the 
fortress wall and in the rooms where the mooi* 
tions were stored ; he inspected every nook and 
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corner, and after providing for the aafetj of the 
(ortreas, he approached Slvajl, bowed, and made 
hU report. 

The crimaon of dawn appeared in the eaat; a 
cool breeze began to blow; the fort waa ailent. 
The peacefal hill>top. clothed in foliage, seemed a 
beUtUng hermitage for aad*r/rAu which bad 
never been disturbed by the malignant noise of 
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The Reward. 

There i$ a dieplty of greet pomp end splendour 
in the forlrese of Rudre Mendel the following efter- 
noon. Reje Jei Singh end Siveji occupy the royel 
guddy, which Is spreed over with e crimson cloth 
under e crimson Siamiama or ewnlng supported 
on sliver columns. Tro^s ere drawn on ell sides, 
end the beyonets of their muskets displiy victory 
flags that float in the morning breeze. Hundreds 
of throats proclaim the victory of Jei Singh end 
Siveji. 

*You are the right bend of the Emperor of 
Delhi,* spoke Jei Singh with a smile, addressing 
Sivaji. "The Emperor will always remember 
your services. You have achieved ell your objec> 
tives.* 

*The presence of Jei Singh means victory.* 

*We may be able to capture Bijepur shortly. 
I never expected you would be able to take this 
fort within a few hours of the ni^t. 

“Mabiraj,* said Slvejl, "the storming of for¬ 
tresses has been my training since my childhood | 
yet I could not take this fortress as easily as I had 
hoped.* 
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*1 hoped to Uke the defenders unawares; 
but they were wide awake and ready to meet ua. I 
have never before lost so many men in a stonnln^ 
operation/ said Sivajl. 

'Durinff war the enemy might be expected to 
be on the alert always.” 

”TrBe, but I have stormed so many fortress, bnt 
never before have I found the enemy so well pre¬ 
pared.* 

'Experience has taught them to be more care¬ 
ful/ said Jsi Singh, *but careful or otherwise, it is 
impossible to resist Sivajl; his victory cannot be 
thwarted.* 

*By your blessings 1 was successful, but the 
loss I suffered last night can never be repair¬ 
ed. Out of a thousand, two or three hundred of 
my men I shall never see again ; such determined 
and trustworthy men I shall never be able to 
replace.* Sivaji remained thoughtful for a while 
and then gave orders to bring in the prisoners. 

The fort was defended by one thousand men, 
but the operations of the previous night only fur¬ 
nished one or two hundred prisoners ; the rest had 
been killed or dispersed. The prisoners were 
brought before Sivaji; their hands were tied 
behind their backs. 

*Release them/ said Sivaji, then addressing 
the prisoners he said: 'Brave Afgaos, you have 





t94 


SIVAJI 


fought like heroes ; I admire your conduct. You 
are free. You may take service under the 
Emperor of Delhi, or you may go back to your 
Sultan ; no one will touch a hair of your head.* 

This order did not come as a surprise. After 
battles and the capture of fortresses Si^^aji always 
treated his prisoiters generously; his friends 
occasionally blamed him for this, but he took no 
heed. Many of the Afgans, touched by this act of 
generosity, consented to take service under the 
Emperor. 

And then Sivaji ordered Rahmst Khan, the 
master of the fortress, to be brought before him. 
His hands also were tied behind his back, there 
was a sword-cut on his forehead and an arrow 
wound in his arm. Proudly be stood before the 
court and fixed his fearless gase on Sivaji. 

Sinji rose from the royal guddy and approach, 
ed the brave soldier. With his sword he cut the 
ligature of his hands. Then he spoke slowly. 
*Noble soldier,* he said, *your hands were tied and 
you were kept a prisoner during the night. You 
will pardon the treatment; It was In accordance 
with the laws of war. You are free. Victory and 
defeat are shaped by destiny. I deem it an honour 
to have fought against such a brave man as your* 
self.* 

Rahmat Khan had been expecting a death 
sentence. Not a muscle of his eyelids had quiver- 
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«d At the thonght, but Sivtji*« great generosity 
hikd hU heart with a deep gratitude. In the thick 
of the fight there was never a sign of weakness or 
distress, but now the eyes of the veteran soldier 
moistened. He turned away bis head, ViHped a 
tear, and then spoke slowly. 

“Ksbatriya Raj, last night I was overwhelmed 
by your prowess; today I am overwhelmed by 
your magnanimity. He. who is the God of both 
Hindus and Mussalmans, th« Badshab above 
badsbahs, th; Sultan over earth and sky, has, for 
yonr virtues, given you authority and power to 
eatend your kingdom.'* 

Raja Jai Singh spoke : “Pathan General, yon 
have proved your worthiness for the high post you 
have held. The Emperor of Delhi, if he could 
avail of your services, would undoubtedly be pleased 
to give yon a higher command. Have I your per¬ 
mission to inform the emperor that you are willing 
to accept a suitable post in his ^rvice P’ 

^'.Mahanij," answered Rahmat Khan, **1 am 
greatly honoured by your offer, but I shall not 
desert the master to whom I have rendered life¬ 
long service. So long as this hand can hold a 
sword, it will bold it for Bijapur." 

“Be it so," said SivajI, “rest in the fortress to¬ 
night, and tomorrow morning my men will accom¬ 
pany you to the gates of Bijapur." 

“Kshatriya Kaj," said Rahamat Khan, “yon 
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have acted very generously towards me. I ahalt 
be (rank and shall conceal nothing from you. 
Make a search among your men ; they are not all 
loyal. I had previous Informatiom of your attack 
on the fortress, and my men. therefore, were watch* 
(ul and ready. The mao who gave the informa* 
tlon is one of your soldiers. 1 cannot say more ; I 
will not break my promise." 

With these words Rahamat Khan turned and 
and walked away slowly with his guard towards 
the palace. Sivaji’s countenance b^ame black 
with rage, his eyes shot iUmes, his whole frame 
shook with emotion. His friends realised that 
advice would be futile ; hit men saw that a storm 
would break. 

Raja Jai Singh had never seen Slvajl in such a 
mood. He restrained him with soothing words, 
then turning to the men around he commenced 
a series of questions. 

"At whst time yrere you informed of the pro* 
posed storming of this fort ?" he asked. 

"At 9 o'clock in the night" was the reply. 

"And none of you knew of this before 9 
o’clock ?" 

"We knew it was intended to storm a fort, but 
we did not know that this was to be the forL"' 

‘‘At what time did you reach this place ?" 

"Approximately at about io>30 o’clock. 

"Excellent. Between 9 and 10-30 was there 
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tlon of the entire army must not tulTer for the 
fanlt of a single man. You have faithfully fought 
under Sivajl In hts campaigns in many lands, and 
snch a noble master you will never find. Prove 
that you are worthy of his trust. If there is a 
traitor among you, reveal him. If he has been 
killed last night, let me have his name. Why 
should a false suspicion be allowed to tarnish the 
good name of the army ?" 

The men recalled the events of the preTioas< 
night; they talked together. Sivajl's anger appear¬ 
ed to be appeased somewhat. “Maharaj," he said, 
if you can discover the traitor I shall always re¬ 
main grateful to you.” 

Chandra Rao, a jumlader. at length came for. ' 
ward. “Sire,” he spoke slowly, *'at 9 o’clock last 
night when we commenced our march I made a 
search for a havildar under me ; he was not among 
my men. He joined us when we reached the foot 
of the hill.” 

”Is he still alive >” 

There was intense curiosity in the ranks to 
hear the name of the man. There was pio.drop 
silence. Chandra Rao slowly uttered the name. 
”Raghunathjl Havildar.” 

They remained speechless, stniiaed with 
amasement. 

Chandra Rao was a distingnlshed soldier, but 
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lUghnaAth's fame had eclipsed hU. Jealousy is 
perhaps ihe moat powerful losUnct In man. 

Slvaji’s face flushed crimson. Biting his Ups 
he spoke fiercely to Chandra Rao. “Slanderer," he 
4iled, "this Is a false charge. Your wicked calumny 
will not touch the splendid reputation of Raghu- 
nath. I have watched hU career with my own 
eyes. Let my men witness the punishment I 
iafllct on maligners." 

He gripped his lance and raised it, but before 
he could execute his purpose Raghunath stepped 
forward and said : -Mahara). my officer, Chandra 
JUo. has spoken the truth ; there was a delay, and 
J joined the force at the foot of the hill." 

Again a silence ; everybody remained speech- 

less. 

For a while Sivaji was motionless as a stone 
aulue, then wiping the sweat from Ws brow be 
said slowly : 'Am I dreaming ? Raghunath, have 
you done this ? You, who with fierce courage led 
the charge last night in the assault on this fortress, 
and later dispersed five hundred Afgans with only 
two hundred men ; U It possible that you acted 
the spy and pre-wamed the enemy ? 

“Sire, 1 am not guilty of that crime," he answer¬ 
ed calmly. 

The tall, fearless young soldier was stand¬ 
ing boldly in front of Sivaji; his eyes were 
study, not a muscle of his eyelids moved. The 
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piercing gate of the coart and the larroundtng 
crowd was tiled upon him ; calm, unruiRed and 
wsotionleas, only hit broad chest heaved with the 
-deep breath he drew. Just as on the previoas 
night when be had stood alone on the fortress wall 
among a numerous enemy, so today, beset by a 
graver peril, he reuined the same firm and coura¬ 
geous attitude. 

"Then why did you disobey my order ? Why 
were you absent at 9 o'clock ?** Sivaji exclaimed 
in great anger. 

Raghnnath's lips quivered, but he made no 
reply. His gaze was fixed on the ground. 

Finding him speechless Slvaji’s suspicion 
deepened. Fire sparkled in bis eyes. In a voice 
trembling with rage he cried out : "Traitor I this 
explains your display of courage, but in an evil 
moment did you practise deception on Sivaji.*' 

Raghunath replied in the same calm and steady 
voice. "Sire, deceit and treachery are foreign 
to my family ; perhaps my officer Chandra Rao 
knows this.” 

Raghunath's unruffled attitude was like a sacri¬ 
ficial offering to Sivaji's burning wrath. "Wicked 
man,” he cried, "vain is your attempt to escape 
me. You may flee from the clutchea of a hungry 
lion, but not from the burning wrath of Sivaji. 

Raghunath replied in the same calm tone. "Sire, 
I do not pray for your mercy; I do not ask 
9 
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{orgiveaess from man; may God forgive my 
tioa.” 

Mad with rage Sivaji railed hia apear and in a 
voice of thunder cried out: "The penalty of trea¬ 
chery li death." 

Raghunath saw the keen apear in hia powerful 
band ; in an unrofRed voice he said : *Sire, I am. 
willing to die, but I am not guilty of treachery." 

Sivaji lost control of himself and the spear 
which never miaaed its mark trembled in bis grasp. 
Raja Jai Singh placed hia band upon his arm. 

Sivaji’a features were distorted with rage ; bia 
whole frame shook with emotion ; forgetting the 
respect due to Jai Singh he cried out: *Let me go, 
I do not know the Rajput law, nor do I wish to 
know it, but the true Mahratta law is death penalty 
for a traitor. Sivaji will carry out that law." 

Jai Singh was unruffled by his manner. Calm¬ 
ly he said : *Ksbatriya Raj, you will not be able 
to undo what you do today. You witt regret the 
death penalty on this soldier all your life. I have 
grown grey in wars ; take my advice, this man is 
not a traitor, but we need not investigate this 
matter now. You are my friend; I ask for the 
life of this soldier from my friend. Grant me my 
request." 

Sivaji was ashamed of bis rudeness. ‘Father," 
he said, "forgive the harsh words 1 spoke ; 1 shall 
never disobey you, but I could never imagine that 
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SivAji would forgive e treitor. Hivilder," he 
continaed, turning to Reghunath, ''Raja Jai Singh 
haa aaved your life ; get oat of my sight, Sivaji 
will not see your face again.** 

Raghunath tamed to go. 

•Wait/' cried out Sivaji, "two years ago I gave 
you the sword you are wearing ; my sword most 
not be polloted in tKe hands of a traitor. Guards^ 
take away the sword and tern the traitor out." 

Ra^unath had Uken the sentence of death 
with an unruffled countenance, but his whole frame 
trembled with emotion and his e^es Sashed (ire 
when his sword was wrenched away. He cod> 
trolled his feelings, however; he fixed his glance 
at Sivaji, then bowing down to the ground he left 
the fortress. 

The shadows of the evening begin to close 
over the world. A solitary wanderer descends 
from the hill and takes his way across a Sold. 
Ho crosses the Geld and comes to a village. Hd 
passes the village and enters another field. The 
shadows around deepen; the night wind fitfully 
sighs across the fading landscape, and then the 
traveller is seen no more. 


CHAPTER XVII. 


Chandra Rao Jumlaoar. 

This is our first meeting with Chandr* 
Rao Jucniadar. He was a man of keen intellect 
and e*tra-;ordioary courage and determination. 
Although only five or sia years older than Raghu- 
nath, at first glance he looked forty. His broad 

forehead was marked with lines of care and bis 

hair was touched with grey. He had small gleam¬ 
ing eyes, Those who knew him would say that 
his keen foresight and his firm undeviating resolve 
were on a par with his spirit and courage. His 
countenance featured those qualities. He had an 
iron frame. Peoples who knew of bis great 
vigour, his Inhuman wrath, bis deep subtlety and 
his force or character, seldom cared to cross the 
reticent and resolute jumladar. He possessed 
another virtue-or call It vice if you like—which 
was not apparent. His soul was fired with inordi- 
nate ambition. His keen Intellect would discover 
the path of his advancement, this unswerving 
resolve would keep him to that path, and his sword 
would remove all obslrnction from It. Friend or 
foe, innocent or guilty, a benefactor or otherwise, 
if he happened to come in his way, Chandra Rao 
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withoBt the slightest scruple would trample on 
him like a worm and clear his path to advance¬ 
ment. The course of events threw young 
Raghunath across his path ; the jumladar trampled 
upon him like a worm and made his way clear. 
We must know something of the previous history 
of the extra-ordinary mao, and while dealing with 
him, we may gather some information about 
Raghunath. 

Chandra Rao never touched upon bis life’s 
history. He had been reared from bis boyhood 
by Gajapatl Singh, a military commander, under 
Raja Jaswant Singh of Marwar. The orphan 
was employed in household duties, and he would 
look after Cajapati's children and sometimes 
accompany his roaster to the wars. At the early 
age of fifteen be had developed a serious vein, a 
fine spirit, and a forceful character. This pleased 
Cajapati who came to look upon him as one of 
his own children. He was given a post in the 
army. 

His telent and gallantry surprised bis superior 
officers. He was always found where fighting was 
heaviest among the accumulating dead bodies of 
friend and foe, and where the sky, charged with 
smoke and dust, resounded with the shoots of tho 
victors and the groans of the dying. After the 
battle he would slip away from the company of 
bis comrades who devoted the evening to music, 
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toags and laughter. The ambitions resolute young 
man would retire to his tent, or would wander 
alone ihoughfuUy In the Belds or by the riverside. 
In a measure he realised his ambition ;,he was now 
no longer an unknown Rajput boy ; he had been 
promoted, and had come to be acknowledged as a 
man of inordinate courage and spirit; with his 
reputation, pride and ambltioo also increased. 

Chandra Rao once saved his master from grave 
peril in a battle. For this Gajapati Singh received 
and honoured him in the presence of alt. 
•‘Chandra Rao.” he said, “you have saved my life 
today. How can 1 reward you ?" 

The young roan stood silent in a humble 
attitude. 

“Think over It,” Gajapati spoke feelingly, “let 
me know what you desire ; wealth, power, promo* 
tion, Chandra Rao ; 1 can refuse you nothing.” 

Then Chandra Rao, slowly raising his eyes to 
his master, spoke. “The world knows that the 
Rajput hero never breaks his word. Hero of 
heroes, I seek the band of your daughter, 
I..akshmi Bai,” 

Everybody remained silent, speechless. 
Gajspati Singh felt that the vault of heaven had 
collapsed over his head ]' hla frame trembled with 
tage, and his hand gripped the sword. Then 
tontrotllng his wrath he laughed out and aald, 
“1 shall fulfil my promise j but' you were bom in 
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the MehrAtU country ; Rajput gkU are not accoa* 
toned to live with Mahratta robbera in their 
jonglea and hill caves. First build a suitable 
home for Lakshmi Bai, build a fortress in place 
of a jungle hot, shed the reputation of a robber 
and attain the dignity and rank of a warrior, and 
then repeat your request Have you any other 
prayer ?*’ 

'‘No other prayer, just now, sire,” Chandra Rao 
replied slowly, “when 1 have any other wish I 
shall reveal it.” 

The gathering broke up ; the men returned to 
their tents. The generous-hearted Gajapati 
■calmed down and in a few days forgot the 
incident But not so Chandra Rao. That evening 
be slowly paced the floor of his tent The tent 
was dark, but the darkness that filled his heart 
.and mind was deeper. 

After 6 o'clock he lighted a lamp and carefully 
wrote something in a book. He closed the book, 
■opened it, read what he had written and closed it 
again. A cynical smile appeared In hia couli- 
tenance. A friend dropped in about the time. 
"What are you writing ?” he asked. Chandra 
Rao answered in a natural voice, "O nothing, just 
acconnts, making a note of my' debts.** The 
book was in fact an account book and he had 
noted down a debt. He closed the book and put 
«ut the lamp. 
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About a year after this event there was a great 
battle between Aurangxeb and Yaaovaota Singh 
of Marwar, Gajapatl Singh waa alain la the 
battle.* 

Gajapatra two children Raghanath and Lakahmr 
BaLwere returning from to their mountain 

foruesa of Siirya Mahal in Mewar. Raghanath 
was twelve years of age and his sister only seven ; 
an old servant accompanied them. On their way 
they were attacked by a band of robbers. The 
servant was killed and the children were kidnap¬ 
ped. The boy, full of spirit even at this age, made 
his escape from the robbers' camp. The robber- 
chief forcibly married the girl. He was Chandra 
Rao. 

The ambition of the keen-witted man was in a 
measure attained. He bad accamolated wealth 
while in the service of Gajapatl Singh ; with this 
he porchased an extensive jaigir. He attained 
a high social statna in the Mahratta country. 
Chandra Rao's family was sprang from an ancient 
Rajpat stock. This nobody believed. Bat he 
had married the only daughter of the famous 
CajapAtl Singh this everyone saw. For his 
courage and spirit Sivaji appointed him to the 
post of jumiadar in his army. His great wealth 


* Tba satbor'a aoval '‘Uadhavi Kankan*’ daala with 
the story of Oajapati Siagb. 
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aad extensive jxl^r wdd for him the respect of 
the people. His feme tnd repatsUon were growinf; 
from day to day when Raghonath crossed the 
path of hU ambition. The juroladar soon cleared 
the path. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 


Lakshmi Bai. 

At the age of twelve Ra^unatb had been 
kidnapped bjr Chandra Rao and taken away fcwn 
Rajpotana to the Mahratta cenatry. He escaped 
one night; be kept himself in hiding for some* 
time in caves, in the forests, in the fields or in 
the hots of hnmble people •, none refused shelter 
and food to the beautiful boy. 

The next five or six years was a period of 
suffering in various places. The orphan drifted 
from place to place in a sea of humanity. He 
wandered through many countries, and beggary 
and menial service furnished his means of subsis* 
tance. Thoughts of hU father's valour, of his 
father’s renown, filled hU mind, but his pride 
screened the sorrow of his heart. Overwhelmed 
with grief, he would at limes release its Row in a 
flood of tears In the silent fields or among the lone¬ 
ly mountains. He would then wipe his eyes and 
return to his duties. 

Thoughts worthy of bis lineage came to him 
with increasing years. He would try his master's 
helmet on bis own head, and hang his sword to 
his side. In the evening, in the open fields he 
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would pour ost in a full voice the ballade 
of hie native land, and earprise the benl^ted 
traveller with tonga of Sangram Singh and 
mighty Pratap. At the age of eighteen hie 
thoughts tnrned on the achievement of Sivaji, 
his high purpose and his fierce daring. Hit eonl 
thrilled wi^ the thought that the Mahrattas, 
like the Rajputs, would some day be free, and 
Sivaji with hie conquering armies would build up 
a Hindu kingdom in the south. He approached 
Sivaji and prayed for any inferior post In his army. 

Sivaji possessed a keen understanding of 
human character, and within a few da^a be sized 
up the young man. He gave him a poet of 
Mavildar, and shortly after this he sent him on a 
mission to the fortress of Torna. We met him 
first when he was on his way to the fortreas. His 
real name was Raghunath Singh, but since hie 
appointment in the Mahratta army he came to 
be known as Raghunathji bavildar. 

The death of a havildar under Chandra Rao 
had created a vacancy which was filled by Ragbu* 
oath, Raghunath recognised Chandra Rao, who 
had served under hie father, as a friend of his 
childhood. He did not know him as a kidnapper 
and husband of hie sister, and so he naturally took 
to him. Chandra Rao treated the young soldier 
witli respect but a cloud darkened the brow of 
the reticent jumladar. 
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The reputation o( Ra^hunath's spirit and 
couraf^e began to grow, and with it the cloud on 
Chandra Rao's brow deepened. His steel resolve 
never swerved, his deep*Iald plans never failed. 
Good fortune saved Raghunath’s life, but he was 
cast out front the army, branded as a traitor. 

Chandra Rao took leave for a few days and 
went home. Let us accompany this great man. 

At his palace gate music greeted his arrival. 
A host of servants and neighbours welcomed him. 
News of his return spread through the land. In 
the inner apartments there were loud preparations 
for his reception. Amidst this din and confusion 
Lakshmi Bai remained in her bcd>roora and 
silently made her arrangements to receive her 
lord. 

Lakshmi Bai, like the goddess after whom she 
was named, was gentle, patient, chaste and wise. 
She had been the favourite of her father. At a 
tender age she fell In the hands of an iron>hearted 
reticent husband, among strangers, and like a 
plucked flower began to wither. Her young life 
was clouded and there was none to share her 
sorrow or to console her with kind words. She 
would think of her happy days, of her father and 
dear brother, and weep in secret 

Sorrow and affliction sharpen our intellect and 
teach ns patierkce. Within a couple of years she 
had accustomed herself to (he household regime 
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4nd the duties of an exemplary wife. The sole 
hope of a Hindu wife U her husband. If he is 
kind and tender-hearted, her life Is unalloyed 
joy; and if nnicind and indifferent, service to 
her husband is still her only hope. Chandra 
Rao was pleased with the devotion of his gentle 
tender-hearted wife. After strife and blood-shed 
he would return home and enjoy the blessings of 
peace and clasp the sweet and tender-hearted 
wife to his bosom. Lakshmi Bai would then feel 
she was the happiest and most fortunate of 
women; a kind act thrilled her, a kind word 
filled her heart with joy. A seedling from a bright 
garden, placed in a dark room, turns joyfully to 
the tight. 

Thus years rolled on and the sweet child 
attained her youth. But youth was stagnant, 
barren. Memories of her childhood days had 
faded, and if from time to time her mind went 
back to Rajasthan to the happy moments when 
she and her dear brother passed their tine and 
played together, she would silently wipe the 
tears that trickled down her pale cheek and return 
to the duties of her household. 

Chandra Rao is at his meal; Lakshmi Bai is 
standing beside, fanning him. She is now seven¬ 
teen years of age. Bright, lovely and tender, but 
somewhat frail, her delicate eyebrows appear to 
have been drawn by an artist's brush ; sweet and 
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gentle, her derk tyts are the home of sad 
thoughts. A fair lovely neck, but pale, a frail 
gentle form, the lovellneu of youth U there 
without its joy, its spirit. The beautiful flower of 
Rajasthan has showered her fragrance and lovelU 
ness in a foreign land, but the fr^hness of life 
has fled. Her beautiful eyes, long hair, her slender 
arms, her tender form, have the loveliness of the 
pearl but not the glitter of the diamond. 

Chandra Rao had told her one day that her 
brother held a havitdar*s post under hin. He was 
winning fame. Chandra Rao's brow had clouded 
while he mentioned this. Lakshmi Bai's suspicion 
was roused. 

Another day, encouraged by a few kind words, 
she takes her seal at the feet of her bushand, and 
softly says, “1 wish to tell you something, but I am 
afraid." 

Chandra Rao is resting with a betel-leaf In 
his mouth. He kisses her tenderly. "What Is 
it ? tell me ; there is nothing I can refuse," he 
says. 

"My brother la only a child | he does not 
understand what be does." 

His countenance becomes stern. 

"He is your servant, your subordinate,’* she 
says. 

"No," he replies, "be is known for courage 
higher than mine." 
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Lilcthmi BaI hu grasped the situation; her 
fears have been realised. Her htubaad’s wrath 
had turned upon Raghonath. 

She speaks in a voice trembling with fear. "If 
the box ^ committed a sin, who but yon can 
pardon him ?" 

Again a dark cloud crosses his brow. Lakshmi 
Bat knows her husband well. She does not raise 
the subject again. 

Chandra Rao has returned home on leave. 
Lakshmi Bai knows nothing of what has happened 
to her brother. She notices bis stern countenance. 
She offers him a betel-leaf and gently withdraws. 
Chandra Rao carefully closes the door of hU 
room. 

He takes out a box from a secret recess. He 
opens the box and brings out a bookman account 
book. About ten years ago, on the day he had 
been humiliated by Gajapatl Singh, be had made 
an entry in that book. He opens the book at that 
page. There Is the clear bold script as fresh as 
when it was made. 

Lender ... Gajapatl. 

Debt ... Humiliation. 

Payment ... By his blood : by the 

humiliation of his fstnily. 
He reads the words once, twice. A cynical smile 
distorts his features as he makes the following 
entry in the same place: 'Today the debt U 
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discharged.’ He affixes the date and closes the 
book. 

He opens the door and calls Lakihmi Bai. 
Obediently she cones to him. He holds her hand, 
smiles and says : ”1 have paid back today a very 
old debt" 

A cold shiver runs through her frail body. 


CHAPTER XIX. 


The Temple op ISHANt. 

At • dislAnce of a f«w miles from the palace of 
the great Chandra Rao was the temple of Ishani. 
It had been bailt oo the (op of a low hill In the 
remote past. Steps carved in the rock in fr^t of 
the temple led down to the edge of a ctjMal 
stream below, which with a low murmor washed 
the base of th«v hill. From the very earliest 
times millions of pilgrims and devotees had per* 
formed their holy ablutions in the waters of the 
stream, had trodden these stone steps and offered 
their worship in the temple ; and to this day the 
flow of pilgrims continues, and the ancient temple 
retains ita prestine holinoM. The' temple was 
girdled by tall trees, and the entire hillside from 
peak to base was clothed in foliage. Even in the 
^^ay time the spreading branches cast a twilight 
gloom over the scene, and in the peaceful shade 
in their little cottages dwelt the Brahmin worship* 
pers and the devotees. That holy spot seemed 
never to have known any other spirit than that 
-of quiet repose, or to have heard any sound other 
than the music of Vedic hymns or the chanting of 
the'Purpnas. Many wars and strifes bad spread 
to 



146 


StVAJI 


destnicUon over the Und of the Mehrettas, but 
Hindu or Mahomeden had never disturbed the 
•mail i^acefal hlll-temple with soundt of war. 

It is '9 o'clock at night. A stranger it wander* 
ing alone among the peaceful trees. His heart la 
restless, hU brow is farrowed, hU countenance 
inflamed and there is madness In his eyes. Wrath, 
vengeance, and deep despondency possess his 
soul. 

He paces the silent woods for a long while. 
His body feels limp but a fire burns within 
him. Frensy has gripped him. The burden most 
be lifted from his sool or madne^ will seise him. 
Nature is a hard physician. When grief like a 
spear enters the heart, when trouble scorches 
the body, when disease grips the mind and there 
is no human remedy, nature deprives the patient 
of thought and relieves him. Lota of memory has 
been the cure of thousands of unfortunate men and 
women ; thousands pray for it without relief. 

Nearby, some Brahmins were engaged In a 
recital from the Puranas. Ah I those holy words 
steeped in music, fell like a gentle rain of nectar ; 
they slowly rose Into the dark sky jewelled with 
stars. Those holy words resounded through the 
dark silent woods and seemed to animate the 
senseless trees around. Leaf and branch thirstily 
drank in the music, the breeze carried the song, 
and the human heart melted in its soothing balm. 
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For hundreds of yetrs these holy words have 
rung and echoed in Bharatvarsha. For thousands 
of years ha^ the holy chant sounded in distant 
lands, in beautiful Bengal, In snow>capped 
Kashmir girdled in ice, in Rajasthan, the mother 
of heroes, in the land of the Mahrattas, in Karnat 
and in Dravida, washed by the foaming sea. May 
the holy music continue to ring forever ; may we 
never forget the sacred love of the past, to the 
days of our glory the eternal song inspired our 
ancestors ; and Hastina, Ayodhaya, Mithila and 
Kasi, Magadha and Ujjayan, were roused to hero* 
ism and fame by its stirring mnsic. When clouds 
began to gather, Samar Singh, Sangram Singh, 
Pratap Singh, gave their life-blood for their religion 
with Che great song on their lips; and Sivaji, 
charmed by its spell, rose once again to restore the 
glory of the ancient past. Weak and feeble, the 
only hope of tlie Hindus today is this holy song; 
in peril and despondency may we never forget the 
sacred love of the past, and so long as our 
national life exists may our heart*chords ring to 
the holy music of our ancient scriptures. 

Gentle reader, you know your Iliad and 
i€neld. you are familiar with Shakespeare and 
Dante, you have read Goethe and Hugo, you 
delight in Sadi and Pardushi; but search the 
innermost corner' of your heart. What is it that 
probes tiie depth of your feeling, stirs and inspires 
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yott, holds yoQ spolUboQod ? The le^nd of the 
splendid heroism of Bhishmacharys, of the 
wonderfot lOyalty and devotion of She nnhappy 
Sita. These le^nds are woven into every fibre 
U the Hindn heart; may the Hindu race never 
forget them. 

Reader, we shall sing together once again 
the songs of our national glory ; we shall recall 
the heroism of the ancient days, of more recent 
times ; ft is with this purpose f have, taken up my 
pen. If we can inspire oar souls with the songs 
of our glor/, the labour will not have been in vain; 
if. we fail, cast away my books and 1 shall cherish 
no regret. 

In the peaceful forest the holy words and music 
descended like gentle rain on Raghunath's burn¬ 
ing brow and sprinkled peace upon bis restless 
^ul. Slowly his frenty began to subside. How 
Uivial were his own woes and sorrows in the light 
of the mighty tales of the ancient heroes and 
heroines I How small his own ambition and cour¬ 
age I Care<ki]ling slumber softly took him in Its 
arms, and Raghunath’s worn out and exhausted 
body lay motionless under the trees. 

Dreams came to him. What dreams ? Dreams 
cf his ambition ? Dreams of his gradual rise, of 
his future fame 7 Alas no I That dream of his liff 
had been broken, that ambition bad ended forever ; 
in an illusory world that illusion had faded out. 
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Dreams of wars, the storming of casde^ thf 
destruction of the enemy, and hinrself in the thick 
of the conflict ? Alas no I his last battle had beei) 
fought; that dream too had varnished forever. 

Alt the efforts of his youth had failed one by 
one, the lamp of hope had died out. In the dark 
night, friendless and alone, old memories revived'^ 
such memories as come to a lonely, friendless man 
gripped by sorrow and forsaken by joy and hope; 
He dreamed of his mother's loving face, of bia 
father, tall and powerful with a lofty brow, of th« 
pleasures of his childhood, the sports, the laughter 
which made the hills of Surya Mahal ring again ; 
and with these came the recollection of his sweet 
companion, his dear and loving sister. Ah I would 
he ever meet that sweet child again, his dear, deac 
sister ? Where was that happy family now, the 
beautiful joyous world, the tender sister whom he 
loved more than his own life ? K tear rolled down 
his cheek and fell oo the ground. , 

In his dreams be opened his eyes. He seemed 
to see Lakshmi beside him, his bead resting on her 
lap. her cool tender hands on his burning forehead* 
soothing his wounded soul with her soft eyes fixed 
lovingly on him. Ah I that bright face was now 
pale with care and sorrow, and her large soft 
motionless eyes held thoughts of sadness. 

Raghuoath closed his eyes again. Anotbet 
tear drop rolled down bis cheek. "Oh God I” he 
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mormured, “I have suffered reach : why make me 
toffer more with a false hope ? Oh I let ne oot go 
mad.” 

A kiad hand seemed to wipe away the tears. 
He opened hit eyes again. It was not a dream. 
His own dear sister was there under a tree, holding 
his head on her lap. 

A wave of emotion stirred his soul; he took 
her hands and placed them on his burning breast 
and gaxed into her loving eyes. He could not 
otter a word ; copioas tears fell from his eyes and 
he cried out like a child, "0 Laksbmi I Oh, to be 
able to see you once again I Let my happiness, my 
hopes be blasted ■, only give yoor wretched brother 
a little place by yoor aide ; he wants nothing 
more." 

She could not control her feelings. She hid 
her face to bis bosom and gave vent to them in a 
flood of tears. Ah, there ia no diviner grace on 
earth or in heaven that can soothe the overladen 
soul than the grace of tears. 

They remained silent for a long while. The 
recollections of old days came back to them, their 
joys, their sorrows, old memories which found 
etpression in their flowing tears. There is no 
feeling more tender than the love of a sister; 
there is no attachment more pure than the love 
of a-brother ; they are beyond words. 

Peace came to them like a benediction from 
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hcAven. They felt toothed. She wiped the teen 
from hU eyes and began to speak. "Ishani baa 
answered my prayers, dear brother, and I have 
at last found you. Oh, how happy I feel I Could 
fate be so kind as to reserve such happiness for 
such an unfortunate girl as myself i" She then 
added, “the air is chilly and you may catch a cold 
here ; let us go into the temple, 1 shall not be 
able to stay long." 

They went Inside. They sat down beside a 
pillar: in the darkness, in a low voice they talked 
of the old days. Her soft hands caressed his brow, 
his face, his arms, and ^e had so many rjuestions 
to ask him. Raghunath began to tell her his life's 
story. He spoke of his wanderings in different 
oountries after he had escaped from the robbers. 
He had worked in the fields with Mahratta culti¬ 
vators, had rambled among the hills and valleys 
with their sheep, and sometimes passed the lonely 
hours singing the ballads of his native land. He 
would sit by the river and give vent to his feel¬ 
ings through these songs, and sometimes he would 
onter a lonely forest at early dawn and pour out 
hif heart in a flood of tears. He passed a nomber 
of years in the billy country of Konkan, and then 
took employment under a Mahratta officer and 
accompanied him to the wars. As he grew up he 
developed a taste for the military profession, and 
he approached Sivaji and got himself enlisted in 
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the army. He had been in the army for three' 
years, and God was witaess, he bad jcropoloosly 
fvlfilted bis doty. But be had been dismissed by. 
Sivaji OB Sttlplciont which was oUerly unfoonded. 
and since then he had aimlessly wandered from 
place to place. Today he had no ambition, he 
only wished to die like bis father in the battle-field 
and to quit the unfeeling world. 

Tears flowed from Lakshmi's eyes as shet 
listened to her brother's dad tale. She could bear 
her own sorrows, but chose of his brother distressed 
her. At the conclusion of his story she paused to- 
tbiok how she should shape her own. She did 
not utter the name of Chandra Rao. Wiping her 
tears she said : "Shortly after I had come to the 
Mahraiu country, a renowned Jalgirdar had 
married me. I cannot mention his name, as a. 
Hindu wife does not utter the name of her husband, 
but it can be translated as "moon," and his power 
and glory are like those of the moon, flung far and 
wide. I am happy in ray large household, and tho 
kindness and care of my husband have made my 
life easy. 1 cherish no desire eacept to see my 
dear brother happy. 1 came here today to offer 
my prayers for you and found you lying at the 
foot of a tree near the temple.” 

'This was the simple story of her life she related 
to relieve the analety and 'sorrow of ,her brother. 
Lakshmi had suffered, and she knew the woman's 
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aft tQ r;eneve pain and suffering;. To suffer in 
patience and U> minister to the sdferinga of' 
others has been Uie traditional duty of the.liindit. 
woman. 

Many things she said to lift the weight frofa 
his mind and to inspire hope and confidence in 
him. ."Human life has it ups and downs," she 
said, "it is never the same. We enjoy the good 
things that God gives us should we grumble, if 
He punishes us from time to time. Human life i» 
leavened-with pain and suffering ; we must take 
them as part of our existence. Joy' and sorrow 
come to all and when the heart is laden, we must 
pray to Cod to relieve us. He gave us happiness 
in our father's home. He dispenses sorrow today ; 
He will dispel the sorrow and give us joy again. 
Dear brother, cast aside your despondency. How 
long can your strength last if you continue in 
this state. Without food and sleep you will soon 
break down." .. 

"What is the use of life ?" said Raghunath j 
"the day 1 was proclaimed a spy, a traitor, why 
didn’t 1 die ?" 

"Do you wish to make-your sister unhappy? 
I have few in the world left to me ; f.ither has 
gone, mother has gone, and the world is blank. 
Will .you refuse the love, the kindness, that 1 
need 7 Oh God i why dost Thou turn Thy face 
away from me ?” 


54 


SIVAJI 


"Ltkthini, I know you tove me tenderly, and 
may (jod forsake me when I cauie you pain. But, 
titter, I have no happinett in this life ; you are 
a woman, bow can you underttand the tufferings 
6 f a soldier ? A good name it far more dear to 
u than life ; slander and calumny are far more 
agonising than death ; today I am steeped in 
disgrace and infamy.** 

“Then strive to wipe out that digrace and 
infamy ; go back to the generous.hearted Sivaji; 
he will listen to you if he U appeased ; he will 
realise yon are innocent.” 

Raghunath made no reply. Blood mounted 
to his face and hit eyes shot fire ; he had inherited 
his father’s pride and haoghtinessi he would never 
made an appeal to Sivaji. His sister onderstood 
this. “I am a woman," she continued, “forgive 
me if [ have said anything wrong. If yon do not 
wish to go to Sivaji then get back your good name 
by your deeds. Father used to say, 'deeds pro- 
claim a soldier’s courage and loyalty.’ If you are 
suspected as a spy, a traitor, why not destroy that 
suspicion by the prowess of your sword ?" 

Raghunath's eyes brightened with a hope,' an 
inspiration, “How ?" he asked. 

“I hear Sivaji will be going to Delhi ; many 
incidents may occur, and a brave soldier will - have 
many opportnniUes of revealing his mettle. 1 am 
only a woman, I do not understand these things ; 
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if you have your father's courage and resolve, is 
there any ambition you cannot achieve ?” 

If Raghunath had not been so obsessed with 
his own self, he would have known that bis sister 
had a fair knowledge of the workings of the 
human mind. The remedy she had administered 
removed at onCb the weight of despondency and 
filled his heart with fresh ardour. 

There was a long pause. His face began to 
glow with a new hope. “Ukshmi.” he saW, “you 
are a woman, but your words have inspired me 
with fresh hopes. Ambition has not deserted roe. 
Raghunath is not a traitor 5 may Cod help him ; 
he is not a doward. This will yet be procUlraed 
throughout the land. But you are only a girl; 
why do I talk thus to you ; how will you under¬ 
stand the workings of my heart ?” 

Ukshroi smiled. She said to herself: "I 
dlagnoxed the trouble, I gave the medicine, and 
he tells me 1 do not know the disease." Aloud 
she said : "Brother, I am so glad you have found 
a new hope ; how can 1 understand your ambi¬ 
tions ? However that may be, but so long as I 
live I shall always pray for your success In life.” 

"And so long as I live, Lakshmi, t shall never 
for a moment forget your affection, your love.” 

After a long pause she spoke again. "Dear 
brother, there is something else I wish to speak 
about, but I feel afraid to broach the subject." 
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VWhjr should jrou bo afraid, Lakshmi; am i 
not your own brother ?" 

“A jumladar named Chandra Rao, I believe, has 
donf you some harAi." 

His smile faded, his face flushed crimson, but 
controlling himself he said, “What Chaudra Rao 
said to Raja Sivaji was not untrue.. I do not know 
whether he has done me any other harm.’' 

'Whatever he may have done to you, dear 
broUier,' promise me you will do nothing to injure 
him.” 

Raghunath made no reply. He became serious 
and thoughtful. “1 have never asked any favour 
from my brother before this," she pleaded ; “this 
is the only favour f shall ever ask. Oh, don't 
refuse me.'* 

His heart was touched ; he took her hands (n 
his and said : "Lakshmi, t have a suspicion that 
Chandra Rao has caused my ruin, but I can deny 
yon nothing. I give you my solemn word in this 
temple of Ishani that I shall do nothing to injure 
Chandra Rao. I forgive him his sins; may God 
forgive him." 

"May God forgive him," repeated Lakshmi 
fervently. 

The light of dawn began to tinge the eastern 
sky. After many tears Lakshmi took leave from 
her brother. "Another person is here with m^ in 
the temple," she said ; "the people at home are 
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4tni asleep; I must be back before they wake. 
Oood bye, dear brother. May God fulfil your 
Ambition.” 

"May God make you happy.” With these words 
he slowly left the temple. 

Let us now go to the unfortunate Sarayu arid 
«ay good bye to her also. 


CHAPTBR XX. 

SlTAPATt Goswami. 

The reader may hare goeased the reason for 
Raghunalh’a delay lt> joining up on the night 
Rudra Maodal waa atormed. He might not return 
from the conflict. He wished to see Sarayu once 
more, perhaps for the last time,'before he went. 
With many tears she had bade him god-speed. 

Some days passed. There was no news of 
Raghunath. Hope whispered into her ears, 
“Raghunath has achieved success and won fresh 
honours ; he will soon return with joy in his heart, 
and eagerly tell her father the story of the great 
battle." But Raghunath did not return and the 
stbry of the battle was not told. 

Suddenly, like lightning, the news flashed that 
Raghunath was a traitor, a spy, and had been 
humiliated and dismissed from the army. For a 
moment she remained dased; she could not 
fathom the meaning of the words. Then her brow 
and face flushed crimson, her eyes flamed, and her 
frail form trembled with emotion. "What did you 
aay ? Raghunath a spy ?" she cried to her maid¬ 
servant “Raghunath has joined the Afgans ? You 
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are a fool, but vrliy should 1 waste words on you ; 
go away from here.*{ 

The men began to return from the hattie; 
they all repeated the same thing, "Raghunath is a 
spy Sarayu's companions echoed the words. 
Janardan, the old priest, said, “Who could imagine 
that beautiful frank face should conceal such 
deception and wickedness of heart r" Sarayn 
heard all; she ntade no reply. The whole world 
proclaimed Raghunath a spy, a traitor, but 
Sarayu's heart said, ‘'The world is a liar: sin 
.cannot touch hU character." 

Some days passed. Sarayu one e\'ening 
was standing on the shore of an adjacent lake. 
She noticed in the dim light a Goawami, power¬ 
fully built and with long-matted hair, seated near 
the water’s edge. She felt surprised and looked 
again. His strong frame and long flowing hair 
seemed to draw her, Ailing her soul with reverence. 

The Goswaml turned and fixed his eyes on 
Sarayu. “Lady.'' be said after a pause, "can I be 
of any service to you ? Do you come to see me 
with some unfulfilled desire in your heart ? There 
la sadness on your brow and tears In your 
eyes.” 

Sarayu could make no reply. “( believe 1 
understand your purpose," he continued; "you 
have come to me to ask about some friend." 

“Holy man I" she said in a trembling voice 
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Vyour power* ere unlimited : pleese tell me eome- 
thing more ; that friend la In greet diatreee ; 
pleAae give me new* of him/’ 

• *‘Tbe world regards him et e traitor.*' 

"Master, you know ell." 

t, ;‘*Maharaj Slvejl judged him a spy and dlsmlssr- 
«d him.**' 

Blood mounted to Sarayn's face as she said, '**1 
may believe that penance and austerities'are false, 
but I shall never believe that Raghunath la a 
traitor. Goswami t give me leave to depart." 

His eye* moistened. • have something more 
to tell you," he .said in a gentle voke.' 

•■Yea r 

"Human eyes cannot read the workings 
of the human heart. There ia only one way by 
which such knowledge can be gained. The heart of 
the beloved reflects the heart of the lover. If. there 
is anyone who is truly beloved of Raghunath, 
go to her, and her heart will reveal the truth." 

Sarayu cait her eyes up. “Oh God 1 ** she 
murmured, "I thank Thee; Thou hast given comfort 
to my aoul. Whoever aspire* to be loved.by a 
man of such lofty character can never for a 
moment doubt the truth within him." 

There was a pause. Then he said: "From 
your words it seems that you are the one that 
Raghunath truly loves. I lead a wandering life ; 
4 t ia possible I may meet him again ; have you any 




StTAPATI COSWAMt l6t 

ne«uge for him 7 You htve no reiiion to be 
■buMul ; 1 am outside human society.” 

She blushed and then asked, "Have you met 
him lately 

"Last night in the temple of Ishanl. He has 
sent me to you." 

"Tell me what he intends to do now. Did he 
speak of this to you 

"He will wipe out the stain from his character 
by the power of his arm, by his achievements, or 
die in the attempt." 

"Blessings on his high resolve,” she exclaimed, 
if you should meet him again, tell him, that Sarayu 
Bala is a Rajput, and she holds honour higher than 
life ; tell him, that so long as she lives she will 
sing the praises of a virtuous hero. God must 
crown bis efforts with success." 

"May God fulfil his desire ; but lady, truth 
does not always triumph, and particularly, the task 
that Raghunath has undertaken involves danger to 
hU life." 

"That is bis profession. Tell him that if he 
loses his life In the performance of hli duty,Sarayu 
will make an offering of her own with a song of 
praise on her lips." 

There was a long pause, and then Sarayu 
asked, "Did Raghunath tell you anything else ?* 

After musing for a while the Goswami answer¬ 
ed, "Yes. The world will despise him as a traitor ; 

II 
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wlir you give him A place in your heart? The 
world will never utter his name; will you remember 
it ? HumillAted and scorned and exited, will 
Raghunath find a little place in your heart ?“ 

“Master, tell him that Sarayn is a Rajput girl, 
she will ever be faithful.” 

*0 God I he has then no cause for regret. 
Calumny will not touch him, for he will know there 
is one who trusts him. Now give me leave to 
depart; Raghunath will be comforted when 2 tell 
him what yon have said.* 

“Tell him also, he must carve out a glorious 
career with bis sword, and the great Creator will 
stand by him.* 

After a pause Sarayu spoke again. “Master, I 
feel comforted by your words. May I know your 
name ?” 

”I am known.as Sitapati Goswami.” 

The evening has cast its shadow over the 
world, in the dense darkness the Goswami 
wends his wsy alone towards the fortress of 
Raigarh. 




CHAPTER XXI. 

The Fortress op Rajcarh. 

A few days after the eveirt mentkined in the 
last chapter Slvajl convenes a meeting of his coun¬ 
cillors at midnight in Raigarh, the capital of his 
kingdom. All his great generals, ministers, the 
high officers of his state, and learned Brahmins 
are present; and the assembly is also adorned by 
the presence of renowned warriors, ministers of 
great wisdom, and white.haired, experienced, lean¬ 
bodied philosophers. These men have all along 
assisted Sivaji with their arms, their wisdom and 
their talent and learning, and they are as devoted 
as their master to their motherland which they 
serve. But the great assembly is silept today, and 
these men have gathered to bid farewell to their 
beloved matter. 

After a length of silence Sivaji spoke. "Peah- 
wtji," he said, addressing Mureshwar, “I have sub¬ 
mitted to the Emperor { is it your advice that I 
should continue under him as a jalgirdar P" 

‘*Sire, you have done all that is possible for a 
human being to do. Who can frustrate the decree 
of destiny ?* 

"Swarna Dev," said Sivaji, 'when you built 
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thU Urge and noble fortreea under my orders, 
did you think it was meant to adorn the capital o( 
a kingdom, or a mere residence of a jaigirdar 

“Kshatriya Raj," said Swarna Dev in sorrow¬ 
ful tones, *yoQ sought freedom by the command of 
•Goddess Bhawani; by her command you have 
^jeslsted pursuing your purpose. There is no 
•cause for regret. Ishani herself has prohibited a 
war against a Hindu general." 

The inevitable has happened, sire,” said 
Annaji Datta, *your prospective visit to the 
imperial city should now engage our attention.” 

*Yoo are right, Annaji,” said Sivaji, “but it U 
difficult to abandon the hopes and ambitions I have 
cherished so long. Look at that long range of 
hills that shows in the moonlight ; as a boy I have 
wandered over their peaks and through their 
valleys and have dreamt dreams. Freedom for my 
motherland, freedom for Bharatvarsha, Hindu Raj 
spanning the entire land from the Himalayas to 
the borders of the sea—4hese were my dreams. 
Oh Ishani, why didst thou inspire these dreams 
if they were destined to be mete illusions ?” 

Nobody spoke and a hush fell on the assembly. 
A deep voice broke the silence; it pierced the 
darkness of a corner of the hall and rang throu^ 
the tall arches. "Ishani has not deceived you. 
If man retains hU heroism and patience Ishani will 
help him.” 
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Surtled by the voice Sivaji looked ; it was Ute 
yovng Goswami Sltapati who had spoken. 

A light sparkled in Sivaji's eyes. “Coswainijl,” 
he said, "your words fire my ambition and 
revive my youthful dreams. Dadaji Kanai Dev, 
who was a father to me, lying in his death bed 
spoke these words : 'My boy, the task you have 
undertaken is noble ; there is no nobler task in 
this world. Follow the great path you have 
chosen j liberate your country; protect the Brahmin, 
the farmer, the cattle ; punish those who desecrate 
holy temples ; follow the lofty ideal which Goddess 
IshanI has pointed to you.' That was twenty years 
ago : his voice still sounds in my ears. Are these 
words a mere deception ?" 

"Kanai Dev's wo^ds are not a deception," 
spoke the Goswami in a ringing voice $ "a lofty 
ideal must achieve lofty results. If in the middle 
of the course we lose heart and cease our efforts, 
we must blame our own irresolution and cowardice, 
and not Kanai Dev.* 

Angry voices resounded through the hall at the 
word "cowardice,” and swords rattled in their 
scabbards. 

/ The Goswami continued to speak in a ringing 
voice. “Sire, pardon my intrusion ; forgive me, if 
I have said anything that is wrong ; consult your 
own heart and judge whether my wbrds are true 
or false. Mabaraj, from a mere jai^irdar you 
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hav« risen to the sUtos of a lofty sovereign ; with 
your valient sword you have cleared the path of 
freedom ; you have left marks of your courage In 
every hill and valleyi in every village and forest; 
can you forget your past achievements 7 Will you 
sacrifice the freedom that Is almost woo 7 The 
sun of Hindu glory Is rising ; Its light has pierced 
the darkness and heralds a new day. Must it set 
before its time 7 Oh mighty Raja, the Goddess 
of Fortune and Renown has embraced you. Will 
you cast her away 7 I am a man of religion ; 
I cannot claim to advise on worldly matters; 
judge for yourself. ^ 

Silence fell upon the assembly. Sivajl did 
not speak, but there was fire in his eyes. 

Alters long pause he fixed bis eyes on the* 
Goswami and said, "Reverend Brahmin, ! have 
known yon only for a short time ; I do not 
know whether you are god or man ; your words 
have a divine inspiration. But I wish to kno%v 
this : the power of the hindu general is immense ; 
he is a master of the art of war, and he has a strong 
Rajput force. What men have we to match 
his 7" 

"The Rajputs are unrivalled in courage, but 
the Mahratta sword Is also strong. Jai Singh 
U a master of the craft of war, but Sivaji 
also belongs to a noble Kshatrlya stock. Appre¬ 
hension of a defeat brings defeat.' Uon-hearted 
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-warrior, despise all dii^r, brush aside fate If it Is 
}roar enemy, and achieve your lofty pnrpoee. 
There Is no Hindu in Bharatvarsha who will not 
ling your praise, no god In heaven who will not 
•bless and assist you.” 

"May be,” answered Sivaji, "but Hiodns will 
be fighting Hindus, and the land wilt flow 
with their blood. Will this be good tor the 
country ? Will this be a holy act ?” 

"And who will be responsible ? The man who 
bas fought for his race and religion, or he, who 
having eaten the bread of the foreigner, has acted 
-as the country’s enemy ?” 

Sivaji made no reply. He wat deep in 
thought ; matters of the most serious moment filled 
his mind. After a long interval he raised his heao 
and spoke slowly, "I know today that there is 
at least one great hero amongst us and our mother^ 
land will never be conquered. Sitapati, there 
will be war, and In that war a wiser counsellor, a 
more courageous associate than yourself, I cannot 
hope to find. But the time has not yet coroe. I do 
not anticipate defeat or the destruction of our 
race; I am opposed to war just now for quite 
another reason. Listen. 

"i have planned many secret wa)’s and means 
to achieve the great cause to which I am sworn. 
The foreigner has broken his treaty with us and 
we are therefore his enemies. 
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"Bat I Kave made peace with Raja Jai Sin^h 
who U the staunchest pillar of Hindu religion and 
a great power In the land. 1 shall not break my 
word. The treaty that I have made with that large* 
hearted Rajput, so long as 1 live, I shall never 
violate. 

"That virtuous man one day said to me : *lf 
troth fails to protect the pure Hindu religion can 
deceit protect it 1 have never forgotten those 
words ; I shall never forget them. 

"If crafty .Aurangzeb breaks his treaty with 
us, I shall then follow yoor advice, Sitapati; and 
I can assure you Stvaji's sword will spread terror 
among the enemy. But Sivaji cannot break his 
faith with that upright man, Jai Singh.^ 

Silence fell upon Che assembly. After a pause 
Annaji asked : "Sire, have yon decided to go to 
Delhi ?" 

*i have given my word to Jai Sln|^ that 1 shall 
do so." 

"Maharaj, you know Aurangzeb's crafty 
nature. Can yon, trust in him ? Why has he 
asked yon to visit him ? Surely you understand 
bis purpose.” 

"Annaji, Raja Jai Singh has given me his 
word that 1 incur no risk in visiting Delhi," 

"If crafty Aurangieb should decide to keep 
you a prisoner or destroy you, how can Jai Singh 
help you ?” 
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"Aur«ngz«b will then reep the reward of his 
treachery. The Uod of the Mahrattas is a land 
of heroes, Annaji: if Aurangxeb breaks his faith 
and acts treacheroosly, there will be such a blase of 
war throughout the Mahratta country that his 
whole Empire will be burnt down, and the waters 
of the ocean will not extinguish the flames. The 
nemesis of treachery must come.” 

No further attempt was made to dissuade 
Sivaji from his firm resolve. "Peahwaji Muresh* 
war and Abaji Swarna Dev," he continued, "I 
have few friends as staunch as yourselves, none 
wiser or more efficient throughout the Mihratta 
country. In my absence you will administer my 
realm ; I shall leave orders to the effect” 

They bowed. Then Malasfi spoke : “Kshatriya* 
Ra], i have a prayer to make. Prom the days of 
your youth t have ever been by your side. Give 
me your permission, sire, to accompany you to 
Delhi.* 

Sivaji's eyes moistened. ”I can refuse you. 
nothing,” he said, “you can have your wisb.*^ 

Then Sitapati spoke': “Sire, let me have your 
leave to depart. My vows necessitate many 
pilgrimages. May God keep you safe.” 

"Goswami, may good fortune attend you In 
your journeys. 1 shall remember you when the 
time of war arrives. 1 do not hope to find a truer 
friend than yourself. Such spirit, courage and 




CHAPTER tXll. 

The Song of Chand, the Poet. 

In the spring of >666 Slvtjl arrii’es in the pte« 
cincU of Delhi with only five handred horse and 
« thoosand foot. He pitches bis camp abioot 
twelve miles to the sooth of the city. His men 
are resting. Has he done well in visiting the 
imperial city ? This thooght grips him while he 
fitrolls about. Has he done wisely in sobmitting to 
the Moslems 7 Is there no toming back now 7 
He is troubled ndth a thousand doubts of this 
kind. The face and brow are furrowed with 
aniiety w'hich never showed even in his deadliest 
fights. 

By his father is Sambhuji, a spirited lad of nine 
years. He looks up from time to time at his father, 
and perhaps has a glimpse of the thoughts that 
are passing through his mind. They are followed 
by Raghunath Panta Klaya Sastri, one of Siveji's 
old ministers. 

After a long inten-al of silence Sivajl speaks. 
"Have you ever visited Delhi before this ?*' 

*Yes, sire, when I was a child." 

^Yon see that very long wall in the far die* 
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UQce. Yonr eye» are fixed on it though your 
thoughts seem far sway." 

"Maharaj," says Niaya Sastri, “That -is the 
great wall of the fortress built by Pritho Ral, the 
last Hiadu Emperor of Delhi." 

HU countenance lights up with an expression 
of wonder. “Is that Prithu RaiU fortress ^ The 
last Hindu Emperor ruled there. Those glorious 
days have passed like a dream, Niaya Sastri. 
The light of the day fades, but the dawn procUims 
the advent of a new day ; the fading leaves of the 
winter yield to the fresh petals of the spring ; our 
glories have passed ; will they never agaiia 
return ?" 

“There is nothing impossible if God wills it. 
May He restore the gtories of the past througlr 
your mighty effort.” ‘ 

“Niaya Sastri," says Sivaji, “do you remember 
the tales, the songs of Chand, the poet, we used 
to listen to in Konkan in the days of our child¬ 
hood } That broken.down citadel held lofty palaces 
and teemed with happy men and women ; it was 
a city of tall archways, flags and festoons. The 
monarch is on bis throne, adorned by bis warriors 
who stand around ; streets and ghats, houses and 
courtyards, the banks of the river, are resplendent 
and vocal with happy voices as on a festive occasion. 
The spacious basaars are filled with buyers and 
sellers ; the public gardens resound with'the mueic 
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of singers snd dsncers ; women are carrying water 
from the lake ; royal troops in bright uniform, the 
eavalry and elephants, are ranged in front of the 
palace, and martial music fills the air. The mom> 
ing sun pours its golden light upon the beautiful 
acene. At this moment enters the envoy of 
Muhammad Ghori. Do you remember the story, 
my faitliful minister ?" 

••Maharaj," says Niaya Sastri, "I remember 
•the tale recited by the poet Chand. 1 should love 
to hear it from your Ijps.” 

“The messenger says to Emperor Prithu Rai— 
Mahara], Mahammad Ghori will agree to a peace 
if you consent to divide your kiagdon with him." 

The Emperor replies : “1 shall do so when the 
sun consents to divide bis sovereignty of the sky 
with another sun." 

The foreign envoy speaks again, “Maharaj," 
be says, “a treaty has been mide between Muham* 
mad Ghori and your father*in law. On the battle* 
field you will meet Moslem and Rathor forces. 

"Convey my respectful greetings to my 
father*in-]aw and teM him I shall soon meet him 
to salute the dust of his feet.*' 

Chohan troops emerge from yonder fortress. 
Moslem and father forces disperse like flying 
dust before Prithu Rai} Muhauimad Ghori, 
wounded, flees from the field of Tirauri and saves 
his life. 
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"Nlays Sastri/’ continoed Sivaji, “that {Uy 
is gone. Today, who will sing or hear the songs 
of the poet Chand ? But still, standing In front of 
that ancient citadel, when 1 recall the undying 
fame of our ancestors, a new hope fills my heart, 
like a dream. This vast land of ancient renown 
will not remain forever steeped in darkness. 
1 see the fUming dawn of a new day. God res¬ 
tores the sick to health and gives strength to the 
weak i He will raise our feeble Mother from the 
dust in which she tier.” 


k 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

Ram Singh. 

SJvaji and hU aon were la their tent when a 
aentiael entered and announced that Prince Ram 
Singh, Raja Jai Singh's son, with a single eKort 
had arrived to welcome them to Delhi. Slvaji 
ordered them to be received courteously and 
admitted.' , 

^Father, only two men have been sent to escort 
you to Delhi, * exclaimed Slvaji’s spirited son. 

Sivaji was deeply annoyed at what appeared 
to be a deliberate insult, but he said nothing. Ram 
Singh entered the tent, “the prince was like his 
father, brave, spirited, frank and truthful. Sivaji 
in a moment gathered i^ls straightforward and 
generous nature from his looks, but in the coarse 
of conversation he wished to ascertain, if posai* 
ble, whether Aurangxeb had any designs on him 
and whether he would be safe In Delhi. The 
prince had heard a great deal about the courage 
.and power of Sivaji. and be gazed with admiration 
at the renowned MahratU hero. Sivaji embraced 
the prince and received him with respect and cor¬ 
diality. 

"Mabaraj I" said the prince, "I have never had 
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the Rood fortane of meetiiiR you before. I hive 
heard so much of your g^ory and renown from my 
father; I feel deeply honoured and gratified at 
meeting the virtuous and patriotic hero of the 
Mahrattas.''< 

"I am also fortunate,” replied Sivajl; •‘there 
are few in Rajasthan as virtuous and open-hearted 
as your father 5 it Is a sign of good luck to have 
met you on my way to Delhi.” 

"Maharaj, the Emperor has sent me to wel¬ 
come you to Delhi. If you will kindly let roe know 
when it will suit Your Highness to enter the clly.^ 
"What do you advise, Prince T’ 

‘‘Morning would be the best time, sire," 
answered the prince Innocently ; •‘the day will be 
hot and may cause you great discomfort* 

Sivaji smiled. "Vott have not quite grasped 
my meaning. You live in Delhi and have all the 
news of the place. You roust know whether I 
would do wisely to enter the city.* 

Ram Singh understood what was passing In 
Sivaji's mind. “Forgive roe, my misuke,* he 
said, “in your position 1 would stay away in my 
hills and place my faith in my sword ; there is 
no truer friend than the sword. But 1 am only a 
messenger. Since my father has advised you td 
come to Delhi, that must be a wise course. He is 
a very intelligent man and his advice never goes 
wrong." 
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Evidently no desi^s b«d yet been formed to 
1 *y hands on his person, or at any rate, the prince 
Jcnew nothing' about the matter. So Siveji thought 
as he replied, "Yes, your father advised me to 
come, and further, he made a promise to me of 
which you may be aware.* 

"Yes, sire, he has told me that he gave bis 
word that you would suffer no harm, incur no 
peril in visiting Delhi.” 

“What is your opinion. Prince ?*’ 

"The word of a Rajput never fails and can be 
relied upon. I shall do my utmost to carry out 
his promise and secure your safe return from 
Delhi." 

Sivaji felt easy. Dispelling his doubts he said 
with a smile, “t shall follow your advice ; we 
aliall start now for the day will be hot." 

They commenced their journey. 

The route was lined with ancient dismantled 
Mahomedan buildings. After capturing the throne 
the Moslems first established their capital near 
Pritha Rai's ancient citadel, and the remains of 
their ancient buildings and mausoleums were seen 
at this spot. The famous Kutb Minar, which 
towers over the other structures, is situated here. 
In course of time other buildings and palaces rose 
and the city travelled northwards. Sivaji saw in* 
numerable mansions, mausoleums and minars, 
l>roiken«down columns and tombs as he proceeded 
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to hit dostlaation. Raoi Singh noted na hia guide 
and described each scene as they passed along. 
As they chatted they came to understand each 
other, and a strong bond of friendship sprung 
between Sivajl and Ram Singh. *‘If 1 have any 
trouble in Delhi 1 shall have at least one true 
friend," thought Sivajl. 

They passed the lofty mausoleums of the Lodf 
dynasty, each tomb graced with a high dome. 
This was the city of Uie last Afgan Kings ; later, 
the city moved further north. 

Hnmaynn’s tail mausoleum next came into 
vihw, and then the famous Chaustt Khamha, a 
spacious graceful structure built of white marble 
and supported on sixty four tall columns from 
which the name is derived. Then followed a field 
of tombs. Travelling from Prithu Rai's citadel to 
Moghul Delhi Sivaji beheld a continuous history of 
the period carved in stone ; each tomb was a letter, 
and each palace and mansion a page of the history, 
of which the writer was Time, which alone can 
inscribe in such letters. 

They went along. Near the great wall of 
Moghul Delhi Ram Singh proudly pointed to a 
lofty structure. “That", he said, “is the great 
observatory built by my father where famous 
astronomers watch the stars and make their calcu> 
latioDB. 

“Your father is as wise as he is brave ; there 
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are few who combine so many virtues ; I am told 
that he has built an observatory in holy Kasi 
also* 

At the entrance of the Moghul city SIvaji’s 
heart fluttered ; he stopped hla steed 5 he looked 
behind. **I am still free ; in a moment I may be a 
prisoner.* Then suddenly he remembered hla 
promise to Jal Singh, he gaied at the frank and 
open countenance of his son and glanced at the 
sword by his side, and entered the porUl. At that 
moment he lost bis freedom. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

The City of Delhi. 

Delhi appears very beaotifal today. The Um- 
peror does not generally Indulge in pomp and 
splendoar, but he la folly aware that cerUin occa¬ 
sions demand a display of magnlBcence. Today 
SIvaji has arrived from a poor country to the rich 
capital of the MogAul Empire. He will realiae his 
own insignificance and poverty if the wealth and 
riches of the Moghuls are flashed before his eyes, 
and see the futility of a war against them. By the 
Emperor’s command, therefore, Delhi assumes a 
gaudy magnificence, in dress and colour, like a 
woman on a festive occasion. 

Sivajl and Ram Singh proceed along the broad 
highway. The city teems with life ; the streets 
swarm with pedestrians and men on horse-back. 
Vast quantities of expensive commodities are dis¬ 
played in the shops—priceless gold and silver 
ornaments, tempting confectionary and decorative 
articles. Flags and festoons fill the sky, gaily 
dressed people crowd the versndsht, and corious 
women peep from windows for a glimpse of the 
renowned MaliratU warrior, as he passes by. 
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Carriages, litters, elephants, horses ; rajas, man- 
sabdars, sheks, amirs and omras—a gaudy 
throng fill the thoroughfares ; steeds at full gallop 
pass by, and stately elephants with pendulooa 
trunks, caparisoned in gold>bfocaded crimson cloth 
move majestkally through the crowd ; litlermen 
with their musical voices Intone the rank and 
dignity of their burden. Sivajl has never before 
beheld such a city. Alas I poor Poona, poor Rai- 
garh I They pale Into insignificance, 

As they pass Ram Singh points to a grandiose 
structure with three tall domes. *That”, he says, ^s 
Jumma Musjid f Emperor Shah Jahan has built the 
wealth and art of the world into that sumptuous 
building; there is no other mosque on earth to 
compare with it." 

SivajI gates with wonder at the long sweep of 
a blood-red stone structure surmounted by three 
lofty domes of pure white marble j on either side 
stand two slender graceful miners that merge into 
the iky. 

On the opposite aide of this wonder-edifice is 
the royal palace and the far-extending red stone 
wall of the citadel. Behind the fortress lies the 
river Jumna, and in front, the broad kingsway 
thronged with noisy traffic. There was no place in 
Bharatvarsha, or perhaps in the world, at that time 
which might rival Delhi in splendour and magnifi¬ 
cence. Flags and festoons wave their gay colours 
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above the battlemeats, proclaiming the power and 
glorj of the Moghul Empire. At the gateway of 
the fortreu appears a large tent, ft belongs to a 
man&abdar who keeps the gate. Soldiers are 
drawn op in front of the citadel; their bayonets 
trimmed with Bags flash in the sonlight. Commo« 
dities of every description are being bought and 
sold in front of the citadel. The broadway 
between the fortress and the mosque is a sea of 
sound and traffic. Horsemen, men on elephants 
and in litters, the titled nobility of Bharatvarsha, 
and a miscellaneous crowd pass and repass 
through the great portal of the fortress. Their 
bright costumes dazzle the eye, their happy voices 
resound through the air. Drowning the nmae of 
trafiie la heard the roar of the fortress guns that 
proclaims the might and glory of the Moghul 
Emperor to the world. With startled eyes Sivaji 
gazes on this scene, then slowly passes through the 
gateway with Ram Singh by his side. 

The sight within causes him greater amaze¬ 
ment. Innumerable craftsmen and artisans are 
engaged in the manufacture of articles for the 
royal household. Rich cloths with gold and silver 
brocades, malmal, masUn, chintz; priceless 
carpets, awnings, tents and purdahs; graceful 
turbans, shawls and scarfs ; jewelled ornaments 
for begums ; marble articles for household decora, 
tioo : stoneware toys of various kinds, blue, yellow, 
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Tcd acd green—a rhapsody of exUtic art; these 
cause numbing bewilderment and paralyse the 
brain, 'fhe best artists of Bharatvarsha have been 
salaried and they manufacture and supply every 
requisite for the royal household. 

Sivaji can only glimpse the scene around him. 
He threads his way through the crowd towards 
Dewan«i>Am or the public audience hall, a lofty 
and spacious structure built ^ red stone. The 
Emperor generally convenes his council in this 
place; but today,in order to impress Sivaji with the 
sumptuous splendour of his palaces, he holds hU 
court in Dewan.UKhas or Private Audience Hail, ' 
a superb structure, exquisitely, ornamented, ^ pure 
white marble. Within ihe hall Aurangseb is seat¬ 
ed on the Peacock throne, built of gems and pre* 
clous stones that cast a dost of daxsling coloured 
lights around. A silver railing separates him from 
the nobility of bis court—rajas, omras, mansab. 
dars and generals, who sUnd around in silence. 
Prince Ram Singh announces Sivaji. 

Sivaji had guested Aurangteys object In de. 
corating the city; now be fully understood it. 
He had preserved the liberty of his people for 
twenty years by constant fighting, and recently, 
after acknowledging the suseralnty of Aurangxob, 
he had materially assisted him in his wart; he had 
now come to pay his respects to the Emperor. 
And what was the reception that was accorded to 
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Mm ? He remiined standing like an ordinaty- 
servant of the crown. His blood boiled within 
him, bnt he was helpless now. Like so many 
others holding common appointments he made his 
tatlim to the Emperor and cdfered the customary 
nuMMar. Aurangseb's object was achieved. The 
world realised that Sivaji was not of the same 
status as Aurangzeb ; be was no more than an 
ordinary oflicer of the state, an ordinary person 
trying his strength against a powerful master. 

Aurangzeb accepted the ttuaaar and without 
farther attention offered him a place among the 
Panth kaaari title holders. These men were 
entitled to maintain a force of five thousand under 
their command. Flames burst from Sivaji's eyes- 
and his body trembled with rage. Biting his lips 
he exclaimed, *Sivaji a paneh kaaari I When yoa 
come to my country, Emperor, you will see the 
number of panth kaaarii that Sivaji commands 
and the power they wield.” 

After the business of the court was concluded 
the emperor rose and entered the palace of the 
begums—a tall white 8lone>boiit structure close 
by. The assembly dispersed, and the crowd 
streamed outbf the fortress gate, each one making 
his way to hia own destination. Within a short 
time the city was normal. 

A house had been assigned for Sivaji’s resi¬ 
dence. Insulted and humiliated, bo entered it ia 
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a towering rage, sat down and commenced to 
think. 

A little later news reached him that the 
Emperor had overheard the angry words that Sivajl 
had uttered in the royal court. The Emperor did 
not wish to punish him, bnt henceforth Sivaji 
would have no place in his court or audience with 
him. 

Sivaji realised that future skies were dark. 
Shrewd Aurangseb had laid a trap for him into- 
whkh he bad fallen, and like a lion he had been 
caught and caged. Would he ever get back t» 
freedom ? "O, Sitapati Goswami I" he exclaim¬ 
ed, “yon advised to continue the fight; your stirr> 
ing words still ring in my ears. Aurangseb beware. 
Sivaji has so far acted straight with yon. Avoid 
craft, for Sivaji is not quite a child in that art. If 
duplicity is your game, I swear to Bhawanl I shall 
raise such a blase In the Mahratta country, such a 
conflagration of war throughout the land, that your 
beautiful city of Delhi, nay, the whole of your 
mighty Empire, will sink to ashes.'* 




CHAPTER XXV. 

The Nocturnal Visitor. 

WUhiB A few day* Slvaji clearly mw 
Auraapeb's designs on him. Sivaji toast not be 
Allowed to retam to his country ; he most be kept 
in Delhi; the Mahraltas must never have a chance 
of achieving their freedom—this was the Emperor’s 
policy. Sivaji was deeply annoyed, but subduing 
hU feelings be concentrated on plans of his 
escape. 

He discussed these plans and such matters with 
his trusty minister Raghunath PanU Niaya Saslri, 
and after a great deal of consultation they decided 
it would be best to approach the Emperor* direct 
for permission to leave Delhi before making any 
attempt to leave the city stealthily. 

Niaya Sastri was not only very wise but he 
was a mister in the art of persuasion. He agreed 
to take SivajI’s application to the Emperor. The 
reasons that neceasitated Sivajl's return to his own 
country were set out in detail. Sivajl’s achleve- 
menu on behalf of the Emperor and the promises 
made by the latter which induced him to come to 
Delhi, were also clearly mentioned. He concioded 
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t>y sUting he was still ready to perform everything 
he had onderUken, aod to assist the Emperor to 
the best of hU powers, to extend the Moghol Em> 
pire over the kingdoms of Bljapur aod Golconda. 
If, however, the Emperor did not need his assls* 
tance, Slvajl might be permitted to return to his 
own y«r/iV/as the air and water of Hindusthan 
were detrimental to his health and that of his 
men who had accompanied him to Delhi. 

Ragbunath Niaya Sastri himself carried the 
.application to the Emperor’s palace. Auraogaeb 
sent a reply which contained a great many things, 
but not a word regarding the permission to depart 
which Sivaji had sought. Sivaji was now convinc¬ 
ed that it was the Emperor's intention to keep him 
a life-long prisoner and began to devise means for 
his escape. 

We hod him one evening, a few days after 
this event, seated alone and thoughtful in his room 
close to a window overlooking the street. The 
son has set but there is still light in the sky, and 
a continuous traffic flows in the street. Men from 
different countries in varioos costumes have come 
to Delhi'on their separate businesses. Fair-bodled 
haughty Moghuls, hundreds of dark-skinned 
Hindus and Mussalmans, Africans also, though few 
in number, are seen passing along the thorough¬ 
fare. Merchants from Persia, Arabia, Tartary and 
Turkey have come to the wealthy city in search 
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of gain. Mohimedans and Hindus of all ranks,, 
generals, rajas, mansabdars, on elephants, horses 
and litters fill the road; passing hawkers with 
their stock-in-trade on their heads proclaim aloud 
the virtues of their goods ; besides these, a vast 
miscellaneous crowd passes op and down the street 
like the conflicting currents In a river. 

Gradualijr the crowd subsides, the shops begin 
to close, and the great hum of the city dies down. 
A few lights begin to appear through windows and 
the sea of distant houses slowly merges in the 
darkness that is settling on the city. The crim- 
son light in the west has faded and a few stars 
appear in the sky. On the east lies the broad 
and peaceful Jumna stretching from the distant 
horizon and flowing seaward. 

In the stillness of the evening rose the holy 
notes of Aten in the Juiiima Musjid. It spread 
over the hum of human voices, drew the human 
soul, and mounted slowly into the sky. Sivaji 
listened to the deep music of the holy call that 
floated In the evening air. He looked. The three 
spotless white domes of the mosque were silhouet¬ 
ted against the dark sky, and the massive red walls 
appeared like a distant line of hills. The rest was 
darkness, and a deep hush had fallen upon the 
city. ' 

The night deepened but the flow of his thought 
continued ; his mind turned back to the days 
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gone b/. The friend* of hi* boyhood, the hopes of 
his yeath, his courtge, his efforts, S*h«ji, hi* | 
noble f*ther, Dsdsji Ksnai Dev who had reared 
him with paternal affection and care, hi* high* 
souled mother, JijI,—memories of these crowded 
into hit brain. That brave women had predicted 
victory for the Mahraltas. had inspired in him a 
resolve for heroic achievements, had given him 
heart in difRculties and had exhorted him in his 
batlles. 

And then the ambitions of his youth, his series 
of achievements, the storming of castles, the 
conquest of countries and kingdoms, his wonderful 
victories, bis irresistible prowess and his soar* 
ing ambition. Sivajl glanced back across a 
period of twenty years, and every year held a 
bright picture of his wonderful victories and heroic 
exploits. 

Were all his achievements a mere futility ? 
His ambition a fantastic illuMon ? No. The star 
of glory still burned in the future skies; the 
sun of the Moslem Empire must set, and the 
royal umbrella would yet wave over a broad 
and extended Hindu Raj—a spreading Hindu 
monarchy. 

While these thoughts were passing through 
his mind the bells of the palace nagtraikana 
struck nine. The chimes rang out in the 
stillness of the night across the city and over 
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tb« iQrroDDding country. The echoes had not 
died away when the tall figure of a man appeared 
near the open window where Siv^ji was seated 
—a silent figure against the background of a dark 
sky. 

Sivajl stood up, cast a keen glance at the 
man and drew his sword. The stranger ' took 
no notice of him, stepped in through the window, 
and deliberately wiped his face which was wet with 
the evening dew. 

Long flowing hair covered his bead and the 
back of his neck, bis body was besmeared 
with ashes, be carried no weapons. Evidently 
he had no evil designs. Who was he ? 

The room was dark. The stranger fixed his 
eyes on Sivaji and greeted him. *^ictory to the 
Maharaja I" he exclaimed. 

Sivaji recognised the stranger, lliere are 
few true friends In the world, and a true friend 
in time of peril fills the heart with extatic 
joy. It was Sltapati Goswami. Sivaji made 
his obeisance and embraced him, offered him a 
seat, lighted a lamp and then addressed him. 
'‘My dearest friend," he said, *give me the news 
of Raigarh; when did you come here and why, 
and what brings you to me at this time of the 
night ?" 

"Maharaj," replied Sitapati, 'everything must 
be well in Raigarh ; the administration has been 
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pl«ced in v«r 7 capable handi and nothing can go 
wrong. But I bring no news from Raigarh for I 
left the place shortly after your departure. I have 
to travel from place to place for the fulElment of 
my vow ; I mentioned this before. On my way to 
Mathura and other places of pilgrimage I have 
stopped In Delhi, and it is my good fortune to meet 
you once again. 

'*Yes, but you would not step in through a 
window on a dark night Just to see me unless you 
had some particular reason.* 

"I shall presently mention It, but I trust Your 
Highness is well.* 

*Well, so far as the body Is concerned,* 
answered Sivaji, "but how can I be well among 
enemies 

“Peace exists between the Emperor and Your 
Highness, to you cannot have any enemies.* 

•Yes, peace between a snake and a frog,* 
exclaimed Sivaji. •SiUpati. you must know all. 
Why do you make me blush with shame ? If 
I had listened to your advice 1 would be a free 
man today In my hills in KonWn, and not a prison* 
er in Delhi. 

•Master,* faid Sitapatl, •avoid self>reproach ; 
man must err ; the world Is full of errors. And 
in this matter yon are in no way to blame. 
You have come to this place relying on the sanc¬ 
tity of the treaty between the Emperor and 
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/ourteH ; God will panlih the man, who ha# been 
gaWtj of breaking that treaty. Craft never 
triaropha. The puniihmont of Anraogteb’a crime 
will be his destruction and the destruction of 
bis dynasty. Mahars), your men remember the 
memorable word# you uttered in Raigarb : ‘If 
Aurangaeb breaks his faith and acts treacher. 
coaly there will be aoch a conflagration of war 
throughout the MahratU country that his whole 
empire will be burnt down.’ Those were your 
words.* 

SivajPs eyes gleamed with a fierce joy. "Slta- 
patl,' be said, *I still cherish that hope ; Aurangaeb 
will realise that the spirit of my nation is still 
high ; but alas, when the great war breakSt I 
shall not be with roy men, but a silent prisoner in 
Delhi." 

"Auraogzeb can no moi% keep you a prisoner 
within the walls of Delhi tb%n he can imprison the 
free winds of the heavens." 

Sivaji smiled. "You have perhaps planned a 
means of my escape which may account for your 
visit at this time of the night," be said. 

"Nothing can be hidden from your penetrating 
vision, roaster." 

•What is the plan ?* 

"You can aafely leave your house in a disguise 
on a dark night. Delhi is protected by high walls, 
but on the eastern side iron pegs have been 
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pitnted in the wail ; it will not be difficult (or a 
Mahratta soldier (o nejtotiate these. Od the 
opposite side stands a swift boat manned by eight 
stalwart men which will quickly take you to 
Mathura. You have many friends there, many 
temples and trusty priests ; to return to your coun« 
iry from there will be a simple nuitter.* 

"I am grateful for your exertions, Sitapati. 
This Is another proof of your true friendship ; but 
I may be detected when attempting to scale the 
wall, and then my death is certain.” 

‘'There are ten archers, deadly shots, among 
jvar troops near the spot where the iron pegs have 
been fixed ; if anybody tries to obetruct you, he 
will not survive the attempt* 

*The boat may arouse suspicion.” 

The eight men in the boat are your own 
soldiers; they have protective armour and their 
quivers are full. There is no likelihood of any 
obstruction.” 

Triends are rare in this world, Sitapati; I 
may not have a staunch friend in Mathura.” 

*Your Peshwa^s brother.indaw is in Mathura. 
He can be trusted, you know that. I have come to 
you direct from him ; he has made all the necess* 
nry arrangements. Here is hU letter.” 

With these words Sitapati produced a docQ> 
ment and placed it in Sivaji's hands. Sivaji smiled 
and handed it back. ”Retd it out to me,” be said. 

*3 
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SiUptti hi* roittake. He remembered' 

Aiat Sivaji could not even sign his own name ; he 
had never learnt to read and write. 

SiUpati read out the letter which set oat in 
detail all the arrangements that had been made bjr 
Mareshwar’s brother>in>law. 

'’Goswami, it is difKcult to think that religtoua 
rites alone have occupied alt your time. My chief 
minister could not have fixed up a more perfect 
plan, which has been worked out to Its minutest 
detail. But there is just one thing I wish to know. 

I may effect my escape, but what will happen to 
iny son, my trusty minister, Raghunath Panta, 
my dear friend Tannaji Maiasri ? And my 
trusty men, how will they escape the wrath of 
Aurangxeb ?*’ 

“Your son, your dear friend and your minister 
can accompany yon." said Sitapati; your troops 
can safely remain in Delhi; what can Aurang- 
seb do to them ? He must release them in the 
end." 

‘'Sitapati, you don’t know Aurangxeb; he 
reached the throne through the blood of his- • 
brothers." 

“When your men hear of your escape, there 
it not one amongst them who will not cheerfully 
submit to any punishment t|iat Aurangxeb may 
Inflict.” 

There was a pause ; then Sivaji spoke slowly 
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and deliberately. “SlUpatl,*' be raid, «I ehell 
alwayt be gratefel to yoo for your exerUons on 
my behalf, but this cannot be ; SlraJI will nevar 
desert the soldiers who have trusted him , he can 
never be guilty of such cowardice. Sltapatl, think 
of some other plan." 

"There is no other plan." 

"Then give me Ume, Sitapall. This U not 
the first Ume that Slvajl finds himself in a 
scrape, and he has wlu enough to find a wav 
out." ^ 

"There U no time for that. Master, make 
your escape tonight. Tomorrow, you cannot 
escape." 

"Yon may have learnt this through some mlra- 
culous power you possess, but Slvaji’s answer 
remains the same. He will never save his life 
leaving his dependants in danger. Coswaml. such 
an act would strike against Kshatriya honour and 
morality. 

"Sire, Kshatriya hononr and morality demand 
the punishment of those who break their word. 
Aurangieb muat be punished. Go back to your 
country, raise a storm of war, and like mountain 
waves sweep over the Und. Auraogxeb'i happy 
dreams will cease, and his corrupt empire will melt 
In the ocean tides of war. 

“The King of the universe will punish tree* 
chery ” repUed Sivajl, "Believe me, the retribution 





will come iwlflly. siy«jl will not desert those who 
have trusted him." 

•■Master, there U still time; abandon your 
resolve^ reconsider your decision, and give the 
word. Tomorrow will be loo Ute ; tomorrow you 
will be a prisoner." 

“Be It so : Slvajl will never desert those 
who have depended upon him. His decision U 

made." , 

SitapaUmade no reply. Slvaji noticed tears 
in his eyes. He took his hand kindly and 
•Aid : "Goswaml. do not be displeased with me ; 

! shall never forget your kindness, yoor attach¬ 
ment. and your love ; 1 shall always remember the 
Inspiring words you uUered in Raigarh. and your 
eaertlons here for my release Slay with me 
Siupati, and with your help and advice I shall find 

a way out of this difficulty. 

-Master. I am deeply grateful for your kind 
words. God knows, nothing would please me 
more- than to remain by your side always. But 
my vow csnnot be broken ; for Us fulfilment I have 
to travel through many lands, many countries. It 
H Impossible for me to suy here." 

-Sitspstl, I do not undersund this eatra- 
ordinary and rigorous vow of yours ? Explain it to 
me 

After a pause Siupatl spoke. "Destiny- he 
aid. -has been unkind to me. The one whom I 
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h*Te worshipped from my childhood, who hat filled 
my life with inspiration, and whose name hat been 
like a prayer on my lips—1 have courted his wrath. 

I have made an austere vow In order to efface the 
evil writing on my brow.” 

"Who has told you this, and who has 
prescribed the remedy, the great penance you 
have undertaken ?" 

Events have disclosed the evil to mo. In the 
temple of Ishanl there was one who pointed out ^ 
my path and inspired the oath. If I am successful, 

1 shall reveal all to you. if I fail, I shall part with 
a life which will no longer be needed. What la 
life worth if all our efforts to propitiate the god 
whom we love and worship fail ?" 

"What you say is only too true, Sltapali. 
There Is no grief more poignant than that caused 
by the resentment of those whom we love and 
serve." 

"Sire, have you been so unfortunate as to 
experience such a grief 

"God forgive me, SitapatL I have made an 
innocent lad suffer. The thought gives me great 
pain." 

"What Is his name ?* 

"Raghaiuth}i HavUdar.* 

The lamp suddenly lllcitered out. Sivajl rose 
to light it *A light is not needed.' Mid Sltspati, 
"pray proceed.* 


*The story U short. Three yesrs have passed. 
The Ud comes to me and joins my army—a 
fine frank face, brigfht eyes, a lofty brow, like 
yoors. Younger, and less wise than yourself, 
he Is your rival in courage and heroism. Yonr 
tall figure, yonr clear voice, your spirit and enthq- 
siasm, remind me of him,'’ 

•Pray proceed.* 

recognised his quality the day I met him. 
I made a gift of one of my own swords to him. 
* That sword is bright with the honours he won. 
He followed me like a shadow In times of 
peril; in a battle be was always in the front line. 
I can still see his tall striking form, bis flowing 
hair, bis bright, frank eyes.” 

•pray proceed.” 

“That lad saved my life on one occasion. On 
soother, bis courage won a mountain fortress. 
In miny a fight he proved his metal of a brave 
soldier." 

•Pray proceed." 

•Why ask sny more ? One day in a fit of temper 
1 insulted him and dismissed him. He never spoke 
an angry word ; he respectfully bowed and left* 
Sivaji stopped speaking. His voice revealed 
the deep emotion that stirred his heart. There was 
n long pause ; then Sitapati spoke. 

•Why should you regret your act ? If he was 
guilty, he deserved punishment.' 
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*Gui!tjrl Guilt cannot tooch his splendid charac* 
ter. I made a dreadful mistake; why, I cannot 
tell. He was iate in joinini; up when we were 
launching an attack. I took him (or a spy. Raja 
Jai Singh investigated the matter later. Raghn* 
nath had gone to seek the blessings o( a holy 
priest; that was why he was late. I humU 
iiated and Insulted an innocent lad ; this caused 
his death, so I have heard. I have killed the man 
who saved my life.* 

Sivaji stopped speaking. There was a long 
pause. 

"Sltapati I* 

There was no reply. He rose and lighted the 
Jamp. Sitapati was not in the room. 


\ 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

AURASCZES. 

Next morning tt 9 o’clock Sivaji woke up. A. 
noise in the street sttracted his attention. He 
looked oQt o( the window, and what he saw filled 
him with apprehension. 

The bouse was surrounded by armed police,. 
and every person entering or leaving it^ was- 
being carefully examined. He remembered Sita- 
pati's words : “Tomorrow will be too late ; you wilL 
be a prisoner.” 

Sivaji commenced to make inquiries. He 
learnt that his application to leave the city had- 
aroosed the suspicion of Aurangzeb who had. 
given orders to the police to watch his house and to- 
shadow his movements. Sitapatl must have heard, 
of this, and had therefore come to warn him and 
help his escape. Sivaji felt very grateful to the 
Coswami. 

Auringseb's move was now quite apparent. 
With sweet words and promises be had lured. 
Sivaji to Delhi | oi»ce there, he had openly 
humiliated him in the royal court, which was 
henceforth closed to him, prohibited his return t» 
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his own coontry, tnd Uter, mads him a prisoner 
The python tightens its coils round the body 
of its victim, crushes it, and then slowly devours 
it. Aurangxeb also, who had trapped Sivaji, would 
gradoally crush him and destroy him by slow 
degrees. The whole truth flashed before Sivaji, 
and he groaned in uncontrollable wrath. Restless* 
ly he paced his room, bis lips compressed, his eyes 
aflame. “Aurangieb,* he muttered, “you do not 
know Sivaji) yon think you are a master of craft 
and cunning, but in this art Sivaji is not ^uite a 
novke. I shall repay this debt some day; that 
day India will blase up from the Deccan to 
Hindusthan.” 

He remained deep In thought for a long while 
and then sent for his trusty minister Raghunath 
Panta. Old NUya Sastri came in and took his seat. 
"0 wise and trusty friend,” said Sivaji, "you see 
Anrangseb’t game ; we must play the same game 5 
thanks to yon. Sivaji has also Idarnt to play it. 
Last night I learnt that we would be made prison* 
ers, bat I did not wish to make my escape and 
■leave my men behind. I want your advice on this 
matter." 

After considering the matter Nlaya Sastri spoke. 
"Sire, I think the Emperor should be approached 
with a petition to permit your men to return to 
their own country. You are now a prisoner, and 
I think the Emperor will be glad to see your 
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followers Awey from you. I believe such en eppIU 
cition will be punted.* 

"Your Advice U excellent; I siso believe thAt 
crefty AurAn^ieb will meke no objection to my 
men leeving Delhi." 

An ApplicAtion, as suggested, was prepAred And 
sent to the Emperor. Things turned oot just as 
they hsd Anticipated. AorADgxeb was happy to 
learn that Slvaji wanted to send away his soldiers 
from Delhi, and granted the necessary permits. 
Sivajl received them within a few days. "Fool 1" 
muttered Sivaji to himself, "yon will keep Sivajl 
a prisofler ? It is easy for me to escape in 
disguise from Delhi with one of these permits; 
but let all my men go first; I shall find a way out 
for myself." 

Reader, let us now enter the palace and get 
a glimpse of Emperor Aurangceb. His shrewdness 
and duplicity, combined with military talent, had 
outwitted and subdued his brothers, and smoothed 
his path to the Peacock throne of Delhi. His rule 
extended over the whole of Hindusthan and 
beyond, from Kashmir to Bengal; his conquering 
armies were operating in the Deccan, for he wonl^ 
extend his sway to the south and build up a 
mighty £mpire over the whole of India. Let us 
visit this remarkable man who out-played Sivaji in 
his own game of shrewdness, and held him a priso¬ 
ner in Delhi. 
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The dey’t daties have been done, and the great 
Emperor U now resting In hU/oM/Mewe. This 
Is a large room, the place where he holds secret 
conferences, with his ministers, but he is alone 
today. HU countenance dUpUys a variety of 
feelings, deep thought that makes lines on hU 
brow, anger that lights the eyes. seU.pride and 
steel resolve, or self-satisfaction over some object 
-achieved, that relaxes the features into a smile. 
What U he thinking of ? Of himself perhaps, the 
•builder of a mighty Empire ; or perhaps of some 
plan to dishonour the Hindu religion, or to reduce 
the brave RajpuU and the Mahrattas to sUvery. 
Is he jubilating over the capture of Sivaji ? We 
■do not know. The suspicious monarch never 
reveals hU mind to even his most trusted friend or 
minister. His own genius would move his men 
like pawns, and control every detail of the complex 
administration of which he was the head. That 
Is his ambition. His own brains would bear the 
-entire burden of the mighty government, like the 
serpent Basuki which supports the world on 
his head. He does not desire the advice of 
■others. 

While Aurangxeb Is busy with his thoughts a 
member of the royal tfouncU is announced. This 
is Danesh Manda. The Emperor orders him to 
be admitted, smooths bis brow, and assumes a 
smiling face. 
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Danesh Manda was not a minister, and leldom 
ventured to impart advice to Aurangieb. But he 
was a master oC the Persian and Arabic languages 
and 10 had earned the respect o^ the Emperor^ 
who in the course of conversation would some¬ 
times consult him on matters of sUte. His opinion 
was always frank and straight-forward, so rauch- 
so, that when Dara, the elder brother of the 
Emperor, was in prison, he had strongly advise* 
that he should be spared. This did not suit 
Aurangseb’s purpose- He regarded Danesh as a 
foolish and short-sighted man, but nevertheless, 
respected him for his learning, wealth, and the 
repnution that he had built up for himself. He 
always received him courteoasly. Tt\e old man 
saluted the Emperor and took his seat. 

“Your Majesty will pardon me for intruding at 
this hour, when after the day’s strenuous work 
your mind and body require rest. But 1 have 
ventured to do so because you have always beeir 
very kind to me. As the Persian poet says : ‘All 
living creatures may arrays gaie up to the sun, but 
the monarch of tlie heavens, unperturbed, accepts 
their reverence at all limes, and showers on then* 
his muoilicient rays.’ ” 

“Danesh Manda,” replied the Emperor with » 
smile, "I will not speak about others, but yon are 
always welcome.” 

Courteous words were exchanged. *You? 
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Majesty will justify the name of Alamglr which 
you bear, llie whole of Kindcsthan Is at your 
feet, and the conquest of Southero India will 
follow shortly. 

“Why, what makes you say so asked the 
Emperor.” 

“Your freatest enemy of the Deccan Is la your 
power.” 

“You refer to Sivajl ? Yes, the rat has been 
tripped.” 

Realizing; that he had uld too much, Aurangseb 
added : “Oanesh Manda, you know my desire ; I 
have always wished to honour the great men of 
the land. Sivajl may be a crafty enemy, but he is 
a great fighter. 1 invited him to Delhi, and 1 
■intended to do him honour before he departed j 
but fool as he is, he could not conduct himself with 
propriety in the royal court. 1 do not wish to 
imprison or destroy him ; I have only fwbidden 
him my court. I have now learnt that he has Inter* 
■course with sartyasls and spies, and in order to 
prevent mischief. I have ordered him to be 
watched. I intend to honour him and let him 
-depart shortly.” 

“I feel deeply gratified to learn of Your 
Majesty's decision.” 

“Why, how does this wncem you ?" 

“I cannot presume to express any opinion of 
■my own, but If your treatment of Sivajl were not 
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K^erca*, malicioas people would uy that you had 
Invited him to Delhi in order to impriton him.'* 

This remark irriuted the monarch, bol he 
suppressed his feelings. "Danesh Manda, the 
words of enUmioded men will not affect the 
Emperor's repoUtion, but justice and mercy are 
the ornaments of my court. Justice demands that 
. SivajI should bo warned ; mercy will confer upon 
him the honours due and permit him to depart in 
peace." 

■These were the characteristics, sire, If you 
will permit me to say so, of the administration of 
the father of your grand-father>->the Great Akbar. 
Justice and mercy will highteo your fame and 
increase your power." 

“Explain that to me more fully," said the 
Emperor. 

"Nothing it unknown to you, sire. When 
Akbar mounted the throne his small kingdom 
brbeled with enemies. Rajasthan, Bihar, and the 
the Deccan were fiercely hostile, and Delhi itself 
was not free from bis foes. When he died, he had 
not an enemy, and peace reigned within his mighty 
Empire. Those who were his deadly enemies— 
the Rajputs—accepted his benign rule and 
carried bia victorious flag from Kabul to Bengal. 
And bow was victory achieved ? By might ? 
By physical force alone ? Tliere is none of the 
dynasty of Timur that lacks courage and power, 
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yet none has been able to achieve such a mighty 
result as Akbar- A raagnanimout, generous policy 
achieved this miracle. His attitude towards the 
enemies was always noble, he trusted the Hindus 
and they in return endevoured to be worthy of 
his trust. Man Singh, Todar Muli, Birbal and 
others became the pillars of the Moslem Empire. 
Distrust a righteous man, and in course of time 
he ceases to be trusUwortby; trust the despised 
Kafer, and he rises to be worthy of trust. 
Tltis is human nature, so the sacred books say. 
Slvaji has achieved much on your behalf in the 
Deccan. Believe me, tire, if you trust and honour 
him, he will be a strong pillar of the Moghul 
Empire in Southern India." 

The reader will now have guessed the reason 
of Dinesh Manda's visit. Hindus and Maho* 
medans, wise and loyal, strongly disapproved 
Aurangzeb's action In luring Slvaji to Delhi and 
detaining him. The Emperor held Danesh 
Manda in respect, and the latter wished in the 
course of conversation to show him the error of his 
ways. Danesh was anxious that Slvaji should be 
courteously treated and sent home with the hoooors 
due to his rank and position. He did not know 
that it was easier to move a mountain than to 
divert the Emperor from the firm resolve and 
purpose he had set bis heart upon. 

Danesh Manda’s words of wisdom Auraiigzeb 
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troated ai oUerly fooUib. "Yet.’» ho anawered 
wUh a amlle, "Daoeah Manda ha» read human 
natore as deeply as his own religions books. We 
shall make Sivaji a pillar oC strengb la Sonthem 
India ; hostile Rajputs are already a magaiSceot 
pillar In Rajpolana; we shall conier freedom 
on Kashmir, and coorteously Invite the Afgans 
to resome their sovereignty over Bengal. Onr 
mighty Moghul Empire will then rest on these 
four splendid columns." 

Danesh Manda’s countenance become red. Ho 
spoke slowly. *1 have received kindness from your 
revered father, and great kindness from Your 
Majesty. I have therefore, taken the liberty of 
expressing my opinion; otherwise 1 would not 
have presumed to do so." 

Auraogseb regarded Danesh Manda as a 
foolish but straightforward man. He liked him 
for his frankness. He saw he was pained, and 
spoke to him gently. 'Please do not uke offence 
at what I have aaid, Danesh. Akbar was un» 
doubtedly a very wise man, but In trying to level 
up the Wafers with the Moslems he built up a 
religion which would suit both; and what a 
religion I Another thing I wish to say. We 
know that even in the trivial matters of our dally 
life the work we do with our own hands is more 
efficient than that done by others ; the Uik of 
managing a very complicated and elaborate 
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*ysten of government cao likewlje be done more 
efBcfcatly by oarselves than by depfodiog on others. 
If I can in my own person, with my .own power, rule 
the whole of Bk*ratv»rsk», why should 1 depend 
upon the Kafers. Aurangzeb from his boyhood 
has truRted in the strength of his own sword ; with 
his sword he cleared his path to the throne \ he will 
govern the land by means of his sword ; he will 
not seek assistance ; he will trust nobody.*’ 

•■Domestic dalles, sire, can be performed, but 
Is it possible to administer a vast empire without 
the assisUnce of others ? You cannot be present 
Jo Bengal, in the Deccan and other places at the 
same time. How can work go on unless .others 
are entrusted with its performaoce ?" 

*1 shall have my servants to do the work, but 
they shall always remain servants ; they must 
never be allowed to‘become masters. 1 give a 
man power today ; he will use that pow^r against 
me lomorronr j I trust a roan today ; be will betray 
the trust and turn against, me tomorrow. Keep 
your power and trust in yourself; do not hand it 
over to others. A good rider manages his • mount 
by meant of the rein and . the bit} a sovereign 
should govern in like manner. Do not trust any¬ 
body ; do not delegate power to anybody. Keep 
all power In your own hands ; keep your generals 
and officials under your heel and get good work 
out of them.' 

«4 
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Rian Is not a li6rs« )' he has iqualilies ot 
greataels tad 4elf-res pect/' 

"I kB6w d man' is not a horse, and therefore, 
Instead df Vein’and'bit, 1 employ honours and 
punishment to nvina^e him. I confer honours on 
the man nrh^works well,'I punish him who fails. 
The desire for iiooours'aad the fear of punishment 
are the driving forces. 'Power, trust, counsel—theie- 
Aurangzeb will keep to ‘himself; be will trust in 
fiis own physical forcb." 

“She, a inan Has other emotions besides a 
desire* for hooou'rs and fear 6f punishnsent. Noble* 
ness.’anfbition, self^pride—these are some of his 
finest quictitiesi The' than who works for fear 
of punishment is satisfied when the work is done 
anyhow.:, bnt'a man wdio is honoured, treated with 
respect, a'nd entrusted with power, Will strive to be 
worthy .of the trust and hbnour conferred, and 
in the performance of his duty, will sacrifice his 
wealthy his pride, and perhaps even his life. Our 
sacred books furnish'copious 'evamples of such 
cases. • ' - • 

“Dan'ekh Manda,” said Anrangzeb, **! am not 
as faoillarwith the sacred books as you are ; I do 
not believe in poetic maxims ; my study has been 
human nature ; I have seen very little of noble* 
ness.in man; craftinesii,'flattery, breach of faith, 

I have ^eu in abundance ; my reading of human 
nature has taught me to keep all power in my 
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own hands. That explains the jiaiya tax on the 
Ka(ers, the rigorous role over hostile Rajpuia, my 
purpose to cleanse the MahralU eountr/ ©rmy 
enemies, to conquer Bijapur and Gokonda, and to 
esublish my rule from the Himalayas in the 
north to the great ocean in the south. 1 shall seek 
assistance from nobody ; I shall justify my name 
of Alamgir." 

His eyes gleamed with exolUtion. He seldom 
revealed his inner self, bnt today in the course of 
conversation the curtain had been partially lifted. 
Besides, Danesh Manda was an upright man, and 
seif.revelation to him, he knew, would do no 
harm. 

After a long pause Aurangxeb spoke again 
with a smile. *And now do you understand, my 
righteous friend, my purpose and my inetbods ?*' 

If the Emperor had accepted the frank advice 
of hia friend Danesh Manda and had substituted 
a magnanimous policy of trust and Voleration for a 
questionable sUte craft, the Moghul Empire perhaps 
would not have collapsed so suddenly. ‘ 

While the conversation was proceeding, Ram 
Singh, the son ol Raja Jai Singh, was ahnounced. 
The Emperor ordered him to be admitted. 

“Your Majesty will pardon my intrusion, but I 
have received serious news from my father'which I 
have come to announce." ’ ■•■•r-f 

"W'c have also received news from, him' to3ay 
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' powiM’ the latett Information/’ aoawereil 
Aor^ngsel). 

'' '“Xhen IVour Majesty Is aware that my father, 
after destroying the enemy's forces, has Jnvaded 
aiap»Y and penetrated to the gates of the city. But 
heannot Uke It for lack of men, especially as the 
dereVders have received the support of the 
Sul^ of Gokonda who has sent his famous 
j^neSl Nakaram Khan with a strong force to pro- 
iMtjhe city.” 

, ’ *1 know this." 

^^My father Is still continuing the fight by your 
®esty's command, but It will be Impossible for 
b|m to make headway unless he receives reinforce- 
snpnu. He prays for reinforeemenU." 

“Your father Is a brave soldier and possesses 
ample resources ; he can capture the city with his 


own men.” 

•He Fill do all that Is humanly possible, 
Emperor. , He overcame Slvajl whom none others 
could uckle: he has penetrated Into Pljapur 
which has never been done before, and now he 
prays for a small additional force to complete hit 
task of conquest. The whole of Southern India 
will then come under Moghul rule.” 

In these conditions any other monarch would, 
have sent the aid required to complete the con¬ 
quest of Southern India. Aurangseb, however, 
(lijEted to his far-sightedness and his genius for 
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»Ute>cr«rt. He hed his own reaeons for 
ing the assistance prajred for. “Ram 
said, *1 regard your father as one uf py (j^rp^t 
friends, and I am deeply grieved to \earn of 
difTicuU predicament In which he ^,_^nro|ved. 
Please inform him that the Emperor will pray.^ight 
and day for his success which, however, hp mi^ 
achieve with his own troops. We are ver^ short of 
men In Delhi and it is impossible for us to send 

* I '■ I iti. 

reinforcemenU.*' ^ 

“Your Majesty,* pleaded Ram Singt», V*/ * 
father is an old and faithful servant of the ^roy^ 
He has conducted many wars ander you, aSi.WfSlf 
as under your father, and achieved nota.b|,e rctiajUf'i 
he has no other ambition than to render fa^ul 
service to the Empire ; there is great danger 
he may be destroyed with all bis iaen,Qalea^bP 
receives aid immediately.'^ ,•<! 

Poor Ram Singh did not know that tea;:f,iafy^ 
pleading were puerile weapons against .4hC tiW 
secret purpose which Aurangzeb bad deUberA^Blte 
formed. What was this purpose f Jaki SlhCfr 
was a powerful general with a numerous f 9 r/;ei and 
a great name. He bad served the Empirei 
fully, it was true, but the great powco 4 hat,^ 
wielded bad to be curbed. Jal Siogh could oot< tto 
trusted with such power. If be failed In the .gre# 
war he was waging, the Emperor's purpose would 
be served. If he was. destroyed with bia -om^at 
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Ycmdved. Aurangteb had spread an intricate and 
liV'bxtending web like that of a spider ; Jal Singh 
^as‘'caoght in it; escape was impossible- 
' 'Jai'Singh, it was true, had dedicated his life 
to^Vhe service of the state ; that >va8 no reason 
the web should cease to operate. 

Aurangxeb placed no trust in compassion, pity 
and other human emotions} they did not come 
within the scope of his calculations. He removes 
a worm today to clear his path, tomorrow he kills 
his brother; he does both without feeling or 
emotion, to implement a fixed plan. His father, 
brother, nephew, came in the way of hia advance* 
mdht; he removed them. He spared his father 
ndt from pity, he killed his elder brother not from 
atiy feeling of anger ; these puerile emotions had 
no place in his constitution. There was no danger 
fn keeping his father alive, he would never give 
Mhi further trouble ; and so his father lived. But 
bis brother's continued existence might imperil his 
at some future time, and so his brother died. 

'• It was necessary that Jai Singh with his army 
^Itotild be removed. Whether he was good or 
Vkd, loyal or disloyal, were irrelevant facts ; he 
had to go. Some months later news arrived in 
Delhi that'Jai Sin^ had lost the war and had died 
eime. Some historians are of opinion that poison 
was responsible for his death. 
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After A long pause Ram Singh spoke. *Your 
Majesty, I have another prayer." 

•What is it r 

*My father made ■ a'^s^Iemn p^oinise to Sivaji 
4hat he would suffer no harm in Delhi.*’ 

*Your father mentioned that to ut.'* 

”A I^jpDt never ^breaks his word. It is my 
father's earnest prayer^ and my prayer, that Your 
Majeaty-|Will kindly pardon Mm jf he hps popi* 
AiiUed.any offence and to let him depart in,paace.'* 

Aurangzeb suppressed, his feelings apd. quietly 
replied. •Tlie sovereign will do q;hat.hc considers 
right; you iieed have no fears." 

Another fly wqs caught in tb^ ifeb., This 'ivas 
Sivaji j nei^er Dann.b Manda or Ram ^l.ogh could 
«xtricate him. 

Sivaji had also been guilty of. the same crime 
4S Jai Singh. After t^e treaty of peace w(ith the 
Emperor he had espoused the cause of the empire, 
* nnd with his o^n men, had achieved many successes 
«n its ^half. Bpt ,his power wps immense. 
Aurangzpb could neyer.permlt thf cootinuaace of 
juch power ; he could not trust any man. 

Distrust creates disloyalty. Even during the 
reign of Aurangseb the Mahrattas an<^ ,Rpjputs 
raised a blase, of war; the cpnflagration spread 
far and wide and reduced the .Mpghul Empire (a 
ashes. . ^ ^ 1 


, . CHAPTER XXVIL 


Sickness. 

Sl'nji U aeriousljr ill. This is the Ulk of the 
town. HU doors and whid6ws are shut; pbj^i* 
cUds are in attendance day and night. The cure 
U ddsbtful: the condition is so serious that he 
may not survive the night. Occasional rumours 
'announce his death. Pedple passing that way halt 
for a moment and point a finger at bis residence. 
Soldiers on horsebadk and other, troop^ make 
inquiries from ^e‘gdard. Rajas and roansabdars 
rise in their litters as they pass, and try and get a 
peep into the house.'Sivaji’s condition, the chances 
of his cure, whether he will survive the night,— 
these agitate the pubFic mind. Aurangseb makes 
Inquiries regulariy after Sivaji but' the police 
watch is continued. He expresses his deep con* 
cern for Sivaji,'but'his death would lift a great 
burden from his mind without public reproach on 
himself. 

It Is Evening. A grey>beirded physician dis* 
mound from his litter in front of Sivaji's residetvce. 
He atifihunces that he hai been commanded by the 
Emperor to visit the patient, and is at once attoweft 
admittance. 
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Sivaji Is In hit b«d. Hit attendant informa 
him that a hakim teat by the Emperor U in 
attendance. He immediately taspeclt tome evil 
design on the part of the Emperor. “Exprett my 
thanks to the hakim^* he says, *and tell him I am 
under the treatment of my Own Hindu Ka-nrajas. 
t am a Hindu and 1 with to be treated by Hindu 
phyEkiant. Ask the hakim to exprett my deep 
gratitude to the Emperor.'* 

Before the attendant can leave hit matter’s 
bedside the hakim walks into die room. Slvaji ia 
deeply annoyed, but suppressing hit feelings he 
moUert a few gracious words, and motions him to- 
a seat by hit bedside. * 

There it nothing in the appearance of the phy* 
tlclan to arouse suspicion. Hit age It great; bit 
flowing grey beard covert his chest; he wears 
an enormous turban ; his voice is deep and his 
speech slow. 

"Maharaj,** he said, *1 have overheard your 
orders to your servant You do not'desire mf 
treatment; but my duty is to save human life, and 
I must perform my duty.” . 

•The devil take the man,” thought Slvaji, but 
he said nothing. 

•What is your trouble ?*' inquired the physi¬ 
cian. 

•‘I do not know. My body burns, there is pai» 
in thd heart and aches in all my limbs.” 
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*Anfer cautei an intense burning senution 
end pain in the heart, and la often brought on 
by mental causes,* said the Aaiim slowly. "What 
4s your illness ?" 

Surprised and somewhat alarmed Sivaji cast 
his eyes on the physician. His grave countenance 
featured no emotion. Sivaji made so reply. The 
AaAin wished to examine him. Sivaji was serioosiy 
alarmed, but ultimately submitted. 

After a very careful examination the physician 
spoke. “Your pulse is not as weak as 1 would 
expect from the nature of your voice ; your arteries 
/unctiou normally ; the muscles of your body are 
still very active. Are yon malingering 

Sivaji fixed a keen gazo at the physician. 
His countenance was grave and unperturbed; there 
was no mischief In his eyes. The patient's blood 
warmed up, but in a feeble voice he said : "Your 
diagnosis is the same as that of other physicians. 
There are no physical symptoms of this terri 
ble disease, which is destroying my life inch by 
inch.* 

The physician mused for a long while and 
then spoke. "Our medical books deal with one 
thousand and one diseases; some of those dls* 
eases manifest no outward symptoms and their 
remedies are prescribed. The remedy for prison* 
ers who feign illness In order to avoid work is 
clecapitation. There is another illness to which 
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young men ire pirticnUrly prone when they 
become wasters and take the path to bell. The 
remedy prescribed for the disease is chastise* 
ment by means of the slipper. A third kind of 
illness, which shows no physical symptoms, seises 
crafty people when they wish to conceal their 
nefarious designs. I shall preKribe for this Illness 
in your case. ^ 

Stvajl did not quite follow these remarks but 
he fully realized that the physician was keen-witted 
and nnderstood the nature of his trouble. Not 
knowing exactly what to say, he asked, *Wbat is 
the medktne ?" 

“It is an excellent remedy, but it is a deadly 
pdson. If you are really ill, the cure is certain ; 
If there it deception, your death is equally certain.* 

Sivaji'a heart flutters ; he wipes the perspira¬ 
tion from his brow. If be refused to take the medi¬ 
cine he would be found out; if he agreed to take It 
he would die. 

The physician prepared the medicine and 
offered it to him. “This liquid is touched by a 
Mahomedan ; 1 am a Hindu: I cannot take it," said 
Sivaji. 

He flung away the cup with great violence. 
(The physician preserved his calm. "Feebleness 
:is certainly not a symptom of your trouble" he 
remarked quietly. < 

Slvajl had so long suppressed his feelings ; 
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li« coold do ao no longer, and auddenljr sat up lir 
bte bed. “Thu is the ponishcneot for trifling with 
a patient.” With these words he grasped the 
beard of the physician and struck him across the 
face. The beard, much to his surprise, detached 
itself from the face, the voluminous turban was 
thrown off, and he beheld before him the sEnilio|^ 
countenance of his old friend Tannaji Malasrl. 

The latter burst out into a fit of laughter, then 
restraining his hilarious feelings he rose and 
shut the door. ‘'Masler.'' he said "Is this the 
usual fee you pay to your physicians ? If sOr 
the death of the physician is more to be feared 
than that of the patient. My ears are still tingling 
with the stunning blow you have delivered.” 

"My friend." said Sivajl, “H you play with » 
tiger you can't expect to get off unscathed ^ 
anyhow, I am really very pleased to see you > 
I have been expecting you the last few days.. 
Now tell me the news." 

"I have carried out all your orders ; let me- 
give you the details. The permits issued by the 
Emperor have enabled all your troops to leave. 
Delhi safely." 

"I thank God for His kindness ; 1 feel greatly- 
relieved ; I am not worrying about myself; a 
bird that lives in the air cannot long be held 
cage-4)ouod." 

"Those troops," continued Tannaji, "are now 
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fo M*thar« and Brindaban in the {;ul>e- of 
goawamU; the temple prieiU'in Mathnra are 
expecting you every day. 1 have very carefully 
examined the route from Delhi to Mathura and 
have stationed men at the spots you mentioned. 

"My oid friend,' said Sivajt, "I know you are 
splendidly efficient; I am sure I shall be able to 
get home safely." 

“At the spot you mentioned outside thp Delhi 
wail there is a fleet horM. On the day you flx 
everything will be ready." 

••Good." 

“I have met Prince Ram Singh, the son of 
Raja )ai Singh. I reminded him of the. promise 
his father made to you. The prince is as straight* 
forward and truthful as his father. He approached 
the Emperor and pleaded your cause before 
him." 

"What did the Emperor say 7" 

"He said he would do what he considered 
right" 

"Ha l the crafty mao I Sivaji will have bis 
revenge some day." 

"Prince Ram Singh failed to achwve his 
purpose, but he came to me and said, •A Rajput 
always fulfils his promise.’ Money, force, every 
means in his power, he will employ to implement 
(hat promise ; he will sacrifice his life If neces¬ 
sary." 
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"A worthy Bon of « worthy father,” eaclalmed 
Slraji, "bat I don't waiit him to get iato trouble. 
You have told him of my plan of escape.” 

"1 have, sire, and he is extremely happy ; he 
will do his best to assist you.” 

"Good." 

"Besides this, by sweet words and ’ money 
1 have woo over many of Aurangseb’s coaosellors. 
All the great men of Delhi, Hindus and Maho> 
medans, are on your side and have spoken on 
yoac behalf. But Aurangxeb wilt not listen to 
them." 

•Then everything Is ready,” said Sivajl, "I can 
get welt now.” 

"You can't help getting welt when a clever 
physician like myself has taken you in hand,” 
said Tannaji with a smile, "but I had prepared 
some excellent Skarhat for you which you threw 
away.” 

.♦ "Make me another glass, Tannaji.” 

Tannail obeyed. Sivaji drank It off. Your 
medicine is as efficacious as it Is tasty. I am 
already quite well.” 

Tannaji affectionately embraced Sivaji, assum¬ 
ed his turban and beard, and left. He was qnes. 
tinned by the guard at the gate about SIvajI's 
condition. 

"The Illness U very leflous,” Tannaji replied, 
"but my medicine Is infallible, and he is already 
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better. Within a few days he will be compleiely 
well.” 

The hakim west away In hia Utter. 

“He muat be very good,” said one of the • 
guard ; he bps cored in one day a disease which 
so many vaidyas bad vainly tackled.” 

"Yoo most remember.” said another man, “that 
he is the Emperor’s hakim." 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

CONVALESCSNCE. , 

A few days after the incident mentioned In 
the last chapter news spread tbrongh the town 
that Sivaji was well on the way to recovery. This 
wa« the general' Ulk. Hindas naturally jubilated 
over the news, and kindly Mahomedans also felt 
happy that things had turned out well. People 
gossiped about this in the streets, ghats, shops, 
mnsjids, and the Emperor expressed bis delight 
OQ receiving the newt. 

Joy and excitement filled the city. Large 
quantities of corn began to be distributed to the 
Brahmins, offerings were sent to the temples, and 
rich gifts were made to physicians. The basaars 
were denuded of confectlnoary, for Sivaji had 
purchased the entire stock and was sending 
sweets in enormous quantities to all the great men 
■of the town. Large presents were made to welU 
known people, and sweetmeats was despatched 
even to the Mahomedan mosques and colonies of 
fakirs. Whatever might have been the inner 
thoughts of the Emperor, the wholu city resounded 
with the praise of Sivaji's munificence. There was 
A lavish distribution of Di/ki is LadJu. We do 
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-not know about it* effect on-Atheri, bat the Enpe- * 
rrof very aoon had caate for regret. 

Not content with merely distributing sweet* 
•meats, Sivaji comtoenced to bring in large qoan* 
titles of the choicest dainties to his own house, 
arranged them in coUoeal baskets and tent them 
to different people. Some of these baskets were 
three or four cubits across and had to be carried 
iby ten or twelve men. This continued for tome 
days. 

It is evening. . Two such enormous baskets 
.are brought out of Sivajl’s residenoe. “For Ufboen 
are these meant ?“ asks the guard. “Fof Raja Jal 
Singh’s household/' is the reply. “How long will 
these presents continue ?*’ 

“Today is the last day." 

The men lift the baskets and carry them away. 

The shadows of the evening descended upon 
the city. The baskets were transported some 
distance, and in a solitary spot were lowered and 
placed on the ground. There was no one stirring ) 
a deep silence prevailed ; only from time to time 
came the sigh of. the breese. The men made a 
sign. From one basket appeared the form of 
Sivaji, from the other that of hit son, SamMtujl. 
They rendered their heart*felt thanks to the 
Almighty. - 

They wore disguises. Without lofs of time 
they made their way towards the city wall. 

>5 
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There were few people about, but the occa- 
ilonal light of a paiaer by made Sambhuji’i heart 
flatter. Sivajl had been uied to danger* through- 
oot hi* life ; ihU wa* no new experience for him, 
but *un he wa* not quite free from apprehension. 

They crowed the city wall. A warder 
challanged them. , 

"We are Goswaiftis,* answered Slvajl "0 Harl t 
o'Hari 1 O Hari 1- 

"Your deitlnation.?" ^ ^ 

The shrine# of Mathura. •Wt 

mufUl I** 

They passed out safely. 

There were palacial mansions of the wealthy 
outside the city wall. Slvajl made his way across 
and Increased hU pace. 

In the disUnce he saw a steed tethered to 
a tree. He approached the animal; it answered 
to the description that Tannaji had given. 

"What is your name ?” he asked the mao 
who was standing nearby. 

"Janaki Nath.” 

“Where do you go ?” asked Sivajl. 

"To Mathura." 

Yes, this was the horse for a cerUlnty. Slvajl 
monnU and take* Sambhuji behind him and 
makes hi* way toward* Mathura. The man follow* 
them on foot. 

The night U dark. Sivajl I# making hi# escape 
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through silent vUteges end open fields. There U 
A glimmer of stars In the sky, an occasional cloud 
floats across; the broad Jamona, swelled by 
recent rain, flows swiftly casting Its waters oo 
the gliats and pathways. Sivaji with a restless 
heart Is making bis escape. 

From a distance comes the sound of horses' 
feet. Sivaji look} round for some place where be 
can conceal himself, bat he is in an open road with 
no huts or trees close by. He continues his 
journey. 

There are three horsemen | they are moving 
swiftly towards Delhi. They see Sivaji and come 
up to him. 

"Who are you ?” 

"A Goswami". 

"Where do you come from ?” 

"From Delhi.” 

"Where are ^ou going ? 

•To Mathura.” 

"We don’t quite know the road to Delhi. 
Come with us and show ns the way,, and then yov 
can go to Mathura.” 

This was a bolt from the blue. If Sivaji 
refused, the men would compel him by force to go- 
urith them. If there was a quarrel, he might be 
recognised, for there was hardly a man in Delhi 
who had not seen Sivaji; if he returned to Delhi 
be would be faced with a thousand dangers. 
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Slvljl tnakej no 

While the converMtJon U going on with one 
o< the men, the other two remain behind and talk 
in whUper*. 

“I have heard the voice before ; I am certain 
he Is not a goewamL” 

"Then, who U he*?” 

••1 sospect the man U Sivaji hlpiself ; two men 
atfpot have exactly the same voice * 

' ''f'Yoo are ulklng nonsense. Sivaji U a prisoner 

in Delhi." 

“That It what we think ; we also thooght 
Sivaji was In Slnghagarh when he was actually in 
Poona, and within the four walls of Sayestha 
Khan's house." 

"Our doubts can easily be dispelled ; we have 
only to remove hU headgear and examine the 

*• •• j 

One of the horsemdb comet up to Siva)i and 
strikes off hU turban. Sivaji recognises the mao. 
He was a well-known officer under Sayestha 

Khan. . o - 

If he had any weapon with him Sivaji would 

have tackled all the three men. He strikes one 
of these men with his fist and throws him sense¬ 
less on the ground. The other two close round, 
seise him, and pull him down. 

Sivaji mutters a silent prayer; he Is a prisoner 
again, uUerly without aid, and hU death is now 
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cerUio. He torns hb gaze at Sembhuji • bit ejrea 
moitten. 

A sudden noise diverts his thoughts* One of 
the horsemen, pierced with so arrow, is rolling on 
the ground. The whistle of another arrow and 
yet another. All the three men have fallen. Tbrir 
lifeless bodies lie in the dust 

Muttering bis thanks to the Almighty, Sivaji 
rises from the ground and lodes round. He sees 
Janaki Nath, the groom or footman, standing at 
some distance. The timely arrows had apparently 
been discharged by him. Sivaji calls him. As be 
approaches Sivaji is amazed to find that the man 
is not just a menial, as he had supposed, but Sita- 
pati Goswami in the guise of a footman. 

Sivaji expresses bis heart.felt gratitude, his 
deep regret at his mistake and asks his forgive¬ 
ness. "Sitapatl,” he exclaims with fervent fecl- 
ing, “you are my truest friend, always by my 
side Id times of danger. Forgive me for trealiog 
you as a menial. What reward can I oiler you for 
the great service yon have rendered ?” 

Sitapati kneels down before his master, and 
with folded hands says: "Pardon my disguise, 
sire: I am neither a footman nor Sitapati 
Goswami; I am your old servant, Raghunath 
H avitdar. I have worshipped yon from my boy* 
hood : my prayer is to be allowed to serve yon all 
my life; 1 ask for no other favour. If I have 
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committed aoy fanU unknow;ingly, sire, I ask your 
forgiv«nea».* 

Ama 2 «d and bewildered Slvaji ^aiee at hloij 
and then with an outbural of feeling and tears 
flowing from his eyes he clasps Raghunath to hU 
bosom. *‘Raghunatb I Raghunath I" he exclaims ; 

have sinned, sinned terribly, but God knows, 
your magnanimous conduct towards me has been a 
sufRcient punishment. I suspected you, 1 insulted 
you, the thought breaks my heart. So long as 
Sivaji lives be will remember your noble and 
generoxu conduct, and if the great debt he owes 
you can be repaid, he will strive bis uttermost to 
repsy it.” 

In the hi^h of the night their deep feelings 
mingle in a loving embrace. Raghunath's vow 
has been fuldlled, Sivajl's regrets have passed} 
they weep together like children. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

Tn Her Home. 

We come beck to the <Uy wheo Sarayo met 
'SiUpati Goawami on the river bank. She retomed 
home at night. There waa an aching void within 
her heart The yoong aoldier whom Sarayu had 
firat met in the fortreaa of Toma and had choaen 
aia her own. and to whom ahe waa betrothed, waa 
gone, perhaps never to retam. The world seemed 
Qtterly empty. 

Days, weeks and months passed ; there was no 
news of him. She would ait by her window and 
sometimes pass whole nights with thoughts of 
dtim : in the morning, when the bright lun shone, 
■she would gate at the silent path whkh led oat 
.and faded in the distant horisoo, but he never 
returned. . 

In the afternoon she would wander among the 
mango groves and pass pensive boars with her 
•old memories. The fortress of Toma, the pearl 
necklace, the events at Raigarb, the last parting, 
rose like living pictures before her mind’s eye. 
Silent tears trickled down her pale cheeks, and nt 
night the flood gates woold open and a paroxysm 
of pain would release a copious flow of tears. 
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Sileot And «lone, sbe would cry like a child to* 
relieve the great aorrow within her hearl. The 
golden light of dawn streaming through the 
window would find a figure postrate on the floor. 

In the morning she was in the garden with her 
flowers. She would pick those she loved best and 
press them to her bosom, and her tears would 
mingle with the dew that rested on the blossoms. 
Of an evening she would sometimes take up her 
Vina or harp and give vent to her Secret sorrow in. 
song, a sad music which drew the tears of her 
attendants. Nature gave way under the strain. 
She became thin and pale and dark rings appeared 
below her eyes. Her foster father, Janardan, knew 
nothing of the trouble within her heart, but he 
noticed her failing health, and this made him. 
anxious. 

A woman understands the woman's heart, and- 
Sarayn’s secret was no longer a secret from her 
attendants. In their conversations with Janardan 
they dropped hinu as to the remedy. Sarayu was 
no longer a little child, she was quite grown up, 
and perhaps marriage might be the best remedy. 
Sarayu heard of this. "Tell my father.” she said, 
"I shall never marry ; 1 shall dedicate my life to 
his service.” 

Janardan treated this as childish and com¬ 
menced to look about for a suitable bridegroom. 
This was not difficult. A Kshatriya girl reared by- 
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M. Brfthmin priest can easily find an eligible hat¬ 
band. A marriage was arranged with a well- 
known Kthatriya officer under Jai Singh. Saraya 
beard of this ; a shiver ran through her frail body ; 
she cast aside all shame. “Tell my father" she- 
said, "that he has already given his word to a 
Rajput otecer ; he is my betrothed ; if I marry 
another 1 shall be goilty of uhfaithfulness." 

Janardan was annoyed at this message. He 
rebnked Sarayn and spent anxious hours in his 
room. He brushed aside her objection, fixed a 
day for her marriage, and sent word to Raja Jai 
Singh. Sarayu heard of this. She went to Janar- 
dan and fell at his feet. "Father,” she cried, "please 
do not try to force me or you will lose your 
daughter forever." Janardan lifted her up and 
pressed her to his bosom. 

But who listens to the prayers of a daughter ? 
We act according to the wishes of the society in 
which we move. The marriage day approached ; 
Janardan argued and rebuked but without avail, 
and then on the day before the marriage he said : 
"Foolish child, do you wish to bring disgrace on 
me and the noble family to which I belong r" 

"Father” replied Saraya in a gentle voke, "1 
am not foolish ; forgive me if 1 have done anything 
wrong: may God help me, but no disgrace will 
come to you through me." 

Janardan did not understand the significance 
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of those words that da; ; their foil meaning he 
learnt on the day following. The preparations of 
the wedding were c^plete, but the bride coold not 
be found. 


I • 




CHAPTER XXX. 

In a CoVTAce. 

It is autaain. A brif^t sun flashes iu light on 
the waters of the Nira as that river, swelled by 
rain, flows swiftly through a rich and golden coun* 
try. The fields on either side are laden with full 
grown crops, the fruit of the worship offered by 
farmers to mother earth. On the north and east 
lies a broad expanse of waving corn, dotted here 
and there with small hamlets; on the south and 
west stretch tall mountain ranges shimmering In 
the morning light. 

‘ There is a neat green village by the side of 
the river bordered by the gold of the com fields. 
A child is playing by the side of the river near a 
small cottage; there is a girl standing by; the 
farmer'a wife is engaged in household duties. 

The neat cottage proclaims the prosperity of 
4ts owner. In the courtyard are granaries, and a 
number of cows are tethered on one side. The 
cottage consists of three or four rooms Inside and 
one outside. The owner, though a fanner, is one 
of the leading men of the village ; he has besides a 
•mall inoney>lending business. 

The child is seven years of age. She Is rather 


dark. We find her playing about, running to her 
mother in the kitchen, then running back to the girl 
who U looking after her, clasping her hands and 
chatting. 

'’Sister, come let na go to the river and catch 
some fish.” 

"No, my child” said the attendant, "your mother 
will be angry.” 

“O, mother won't know.” 

"No my child, you must not disobey your 
mother : it is wrong." 

"Tell me, sister, is mother also your mother ?” 

”0 yes.” 

"No, tell me truly.” 

"Yes, she is my mother.” 

"No, sister, you are a Rajput girl; we are not ’ 
Rajputs.” 

She kissed the child. "Then why do yon ask ?” 

"Because you call mother, mother," s^d the 
child. 

"She has given me a place to stay in, she gives 
me food and looks after me. Why shouldn't I call 
her mother ? I have no home in this world and 
she has given me a home.” t 

"But why do you cry ? I often find you 
crying.” ,, 

"Well, I won^cryany more.” 

"Your tears bring tears to my eyes,” said the 
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'That'* because you love me, my darling," she 
kissed the child. 

“But don’t you love me ?*' asked the child. 

"O. I do.'* , 

“You will always love me ; you will never for. 
get me 

“Never, and you will always love me and never 
forget me, darling ?* I-H 

“I won't forget you." 

“Q, you'll forget me one day.” 

“When ?* asked the child. 

•'When yoor bride-groom comes.” 

“And when will that be ?* 

“0, within two or three years.” 

“No, sister, I shall never forget yon; I shall 
love you more than the bridegroom. And you 
won't forget me when your bridegroom comes ? 

Her eyes again filled #ith tears. “1 can never 
forget yon." 

“And you will love me more than your bride, 
groom ?*' 

“Just as much,” and she laughed. 

“And when will yOur bridegroom come 7* 

*God alone knows. Let me go, darling; I must 
help your mother with her cooking." 

It is needless to tell the reader that the girl 
was no other than Sarayn Bala. Homeleu and 
alone, she found employment as s maid la the 
cottage of Gokarna, the farmer. This man had 
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»ome property end tlto a small tnoney-lendiaff 
bnstRess. He was generous hesirted and gladly 
offered the orphan food and shelter. Gokarna'a 
wife was equally kind. look in the Rajput 

girl and treated her like her own daughter. 
Sarayu felt very grateful, and she gladly performed 
all the domestic duties, helped with the cooking, 
looked after the little child, and In every way did 
her utmost to please her mistress. The latter 
became deeply attached to Sarayu. 

If happiness was possible for Sarayu Gokarna's 
home could make her happy. Gokama was forty 
five years of age, but a methodical and active 
life had kept him well preserved. His only son, 
Bhimjl, was a soldier in SivajPs army, and had not 
been home for a* long time. His daughter, the 
little child, was the pet of the family. Gokarna 
would leave hdme early in the morning to look 
after his farm and do bis other duties, and Sarayu 
would attend to the household work. Golcarna's 
wife often protested. "You belong to a high clasa 
family,* she would say, -you are not used to this 
kind of work, how long will your body sUnd the 
strain ? ) shall do all the household work.* 
"Your great kindness, mother, lightens my work,** 
Sarayu would say, "may you always love roe, and I 
would wish for nothing better than to work for 
you.” The old woman would wipe her eyes and 
say, “I have never seen any girl like you | if I 
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found one like you within our community 1 could 
be assured of my son's happiness " The thought 
of ^er absent son would bring tears to her eyes. 

Some months passed. We find one evening 
the husband and wife seated together, and Sarayu 
with the lUtlc child in her lap, in a corner of the 
room. 

*'l have good news to give you,” says the 
husband. 

“May God bless you. Have you any news of 
our son, Bbimji ?” 

"I shall soon get news of him. ife' went to 
Delhi with Sivaji. I have learnt today that Siva)i 
has made his escape and is now in his native land. 
Bhimjl must be with him.” 

"May your words prove true,” said the wife 
fervently. ”1 have not seen him for a whole 
year ; God alone knows bow 1 have missed 
him." 

"Bhimji must come back; he served under 
Raghunathji • Havildar; there is news of this 
man." 

Sarayu's heart fluttered; with baited breath 
she continued to iisten. 

"Do you remember what our son said on the 
day Sivaji dismissed Raghunathji as a spy 7” 

“0, how can I remember all this ? I am a 
woman.” 

"Well, he said, 'Father, 1 know the havildar 
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({otte well; Sivaji hat not a finer toldler in hit 
army. Sivaji will soon find oot what a terrible 
mlttake he hu made in inaolUng and dismiifing 
him) he wilt then realite Raghunath't great 
virtoes/ The words of my ton have proved 
true." 

Uncontrollable joy- and excitement made 
Sarayu't heart beat fast; the wiped the perspira¬ 
tion from her brow. Gokarna Nath continued to 
epeak., 

"Raghunathji dUgoited himself and went to 
Delhi with hit matter, and by a clever rate 
achieved his freedom. He has proved his own 
innocence, and I bear that Slvajl expressed bis 
regret and embraced him like a brother. From the 
rank of a bavildar Raghnnath has been made a 
commander of five thousand. Everybody is talking 
about this. You hear of nothing else bnt Raghu- 
nath’s virtues in the towns and villages all over the 
ooontry ; it it one long praise.” 

Sarayu could control her feeliitgt no longer. 
“Oh God 1" she cried, “I thank, Thee.” 




CHAPTER XXXI. . 
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A Drram. 

A change came over Sarayn from that day. 
After a long time hope and joy found a place in 
her heart. Her eyea smiled, her lips freshened 
writh the bloom and scent of a Aower, her brow and 
neck took on a new colour, and her lovely long 
hair assumed a soft lustre and caressed a radiant 
face. In the early dawn with' a joyous heart she 
would listen to the notes' of the kokil as they 
Boated through the air from a distant tree, and 
when the sun turned west, strolling out in the open, 
she would shade her eyes with her hand and look 
at the distant landscape across the river with a 
longing gate. And a^in,in the evening, the sadden 
music of a flute would wake her to a sense of 
joyous expectation. 

Even Gokama's httle child noticed the change. 
While strolling towards the river one day ahe 
remarked, **You are getting more and more beau* 
tlful every day." 

"Who says that 7 " 

"Can’t I see ?’’ 

‘‘You can't; you see wrong." 

"0 indeed I and those flowers in your hair, 

i6 
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wh*t do they mean ? You never had them- 
before.” 

"Nonscnae.” 

“And the string of pearls and corals which you 
wear so secretly ; O, I have caught you." 

"O, nonsense/’ 

"And why do you gaze at the reflection of your 
beautiful face In the water ? I have seen yon d^ 
that when we go to the river-side." 

“Don't tell stories." 

"And the sweet songs you sing when you g» 
into the woods ; haven't I heard them ?" 

Sarayu pot her hand over the child’s mouth to 
stop her speaking. She burst out laughing ; "I'll 
tell mother," she said. 

“O please don't. I beg of you." 

"Then you promise to tell me what I ask/’ 

■i promise." 

"Tell me why you do all this; the flowery In 
your hair, the necklace, the sweet songs—whom 
are they for 7 The smile in your eyes, the crimson 
on your lips, your growing ioveliness—whom are 
they for 7" asked the child. 

"Yopr mother does your hair so nicely in a 
beautiful knot; and she adorns you with jewels 
and ornaments ; why does she , do this, my little 
child 7" 

She blushed. "Mother told me 1 would get 
married next year; a bridegroom will come." 
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"So will mine" 

"Really ?" 

While this conversation was going on, a 
Sanyast approached the river-bank and sat down 
at the water's edge. "Kara, Hara, Mahadev I" he 
exclaimed. His tall ligure, besmeared with ashes, 
had a strange beanty in the fading light. The 
little child was frightened, and she ran home. 
Saraya recognized him. It was Sitapatl Goswami. 

Her heart fluttered ; she trembled with a 
sudden feeling of joy. Suppressing her feeling 
and her natural bashfulncss, she approached him, 
bowed down and touched his feet. She spoke in 
a low voice. "The unfortunate girl you saw one 
day at the house of Jaaardan, the priest. Is now a 
maid-servant in that cottage you see. 1 left my 
father because 1 had disgraced myself in his eyes, 
but God knows, my only fault was faithfolness to 
my beloved ; I have done no other wrong.'* 

"And you suffered for the sake of Raghunatb 
The Sanyasi’s eyes moistened. 

"No woman regards suffering as suffering so 
long as she Is true to her beloved." 

The Sanyasi heaved a sigh. 

"Have you met him ?" she asked. 

‘■Yes.* 

"Did you tell him what 1 said to you 7" 

"Yes." 

"What did yon tell him ?" 


SIVAJl 


aA 

**1 did not omit a single word of what yoa said. 

I told him Sarayu fs a Rajput, she values honour 
more than life; so long as she lives she will always 
think of hitojks a brave and noble hero.'* 

"And then ?** 

«i uid more. If he loses his life in the dis> 
=<harge of bis daty, Sarayo will sacrifice her own 
With his psalse on her lips.* 

"And then 

“Sarayn will do nothing." I said, “to thwart 
his noble ambition. Ut Ragunath carve out a 
path of honour for himself with his sword, and the 
‘great Creator will help him." 
t "And what did he say ?** asked Sarayu in a 
tremulous voice. 

"He made no reply ; he treasured your words 
in his heart and performed the impossible : he has 
carved a path of honour for himself." The 
Saoyasl*s words seem to bom like 6re. 

In the fading light his eyes glowed like a flame, 
and his deep voice roused an echo in the vibrating 
air. 

"I bow to Him, the Great ^Creator of the Uni¬ 
verse." She gaied into the sky, folded her hands 
and bowed down to the ground. The Stnyasi 
did the same. 

There was a long pause. The shadows of 
evening descended ; the evening air soothed, her 
body and dried her tears. 
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Tbe Sanyasi spoke again. ...i 

“After achieving his purpose Raghdnatb asked 
■me to give you a message * 

"What Is it ? Tell me.” 

"You have not seen for a long time. He>i«aRts 
to know whether you will recongnize 
see him.” i* 

"Caa I ever forget his form and features 
“He knows of your great love focrhttn, -btitKa 
woman's memory is short.” , ■M ni 

The Sanyasi smiled. She felt aneoyeddmld 
eaid, "I did not know till now that woman's meibory 
1« short.” ti> fofri 

“Nor did I until today.” > 

“Until today ?” she repeated. • I 

“A gill loved me ; she has for^tea me,4pbe 
does not know me,” said the Sanyael. iia/r 

“Who is this unfortunate girl ?” «(|il 

“She Is a beautiful maiden to wlwm 1 lost my 
iieart In a garden in the fortress cd Toraa: 1 plaas(d 
a string of pearls round her neck. Her vision 
followed me from the fortress to Jal 'Singh's camp, 
through wars and strifes and truces and filled my 
life with dreams. She is the divine creatnce 
whose countenance is sunlight to my eyes, whose 
voice is music in my ears, whose touch is sandal 
halm, whose love Is the life of my life. Her me* 
mory, her sweet words of exhortation, Inspired me 
in Delhi, stimulated my achievements, and pro* 
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t«cted me from danger. After many years of strife 
and peril I have come hack to her once again. 
But she does not know me." 

The music of his voice raised a storm of 
emotion withlrt-her breast, and she knew the tall 
god'like form beside her. A whirlwind swept 
through her brain, her eyes closed. "Raghunath, 
forgive me." This was all that she could say 
as she stretched her hands to him. He took her 
in his arms and pressed her palpitating heart to 
bis hosom. 

How long she remained thus slie did not 
know ; then with a thrill she realised the ardent 
caress of her beloved. 

The burning pain In her heart, long endured 
in patience and silence, passed away ; she felt his 
warm breath on her face, and the touch of bis soft 
lips on hers., 

A shiver ran through her body ; the lips met 
again In a long ardent caress. 

Was this a dream ? 

She shook like a leaf in a strong wind. 
God," she murmured, "if this Is a dream, let it last 
forever." 








CHAPTER XXXII. 

The Light Dies Out. 

There is jobiUtion ia the MihratU country. 
-SivAil h»s returaod i he wilt Uke up arms again, 
scatter the foe and establish Hindu Raj. This is 
Che talk of the land. 

Raja Jai Singh had launched an stuck on the 
«ity of Bijapur, but he could make no headway. 
His appeals for relnforcemenU were cruelly nega* 
tlved, and at last be realised the grim truth that 
Aurangxeb's purpose was his destruction. He 
retreated with hb army towards Aurangabad. 

To the very last he renuined loyal to the 
'Emperor. The treatment he had received in no 
way affected his zeal In the cause which he served. 
When he realised that a retreat from the 
Mahratu country was inevitabfe, be did hie utmost 
to malnUlo as far as possible the strength of the 
Empire, He garrisoned Singhagarh. Purandar, 
'and other places, and the fortresses be could not 
behold he completely destroyed, so ihaf the enemy 
■might not derive any advanUge from them. 

But In this world there Is no reward for loyal 
-service. Aurangieb felt pleased at Jai Singh's 
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ftllare ; to hamiliate him farther, he took away the 
soQthem command from him and snmmoaed him 
to Delhi. Jaswant Singh was substituted in bis- 
place. . 

Raja Jal Singh bad served the Empire to the 
best of his abiiity throughout his life. This last act 
to hamiliate him broke his heart, and on his way 
back he was seised by an illness from which he 
never recovered. 

One day while he lay 111 In bod a Mahratta 
visitor was annooncod. He craved an aadience 
with him. * 

^'Receive him courteously and ask him to come 
in," said Raja JaiEingb. “I know him. He is a 
noble, a brave man. Tell him there is nothing to 
fear." .1 

He enlered .i he was disguised, but the Raja 
knew him. "Sivajl" he said, '•! arh very happy 
to see my old friend once more before I pass 
away. I am, unable to rise from my bed ; you will 
forgive me.'^ 

"Father," said Sivaji deeply moved, "when 
I last met-you i never imagined I would see you 
in tSis condition so soon." 

"A'man's body lasts but a short .time; there 
is netbing turprlsing In this. When you last saw 
me you saw the Moghol Empire at the height of 
itrglory. What do you see now 
' "Maharaja, you were the main pillar of the 
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Empire; yoar preeent condltioB points to iu 
early colUpae/' 

• “No, my boy," answered Jai Singh, “Rajasthan 
is the birthplace of heroes; another Jal Singh 
may replace n»e ; there are many brave v^d war¬ 
like men like Jai Singh still living ; the death of 
a Jai Singh does not afiect the destiny of an 
Empire.” 

“Sir, there can be no greater calamity to the 
Empire than yoor death.** 

“Sivaji, brave warriors can be replaced, bnt 
decay wrought by distrust and duplicity can never 
be repaired. The retribution of sin and craftiness 
is destruction and death. I said this before. The 
evidence is before your eyes.” 

“Kindly explain.*' said Sivaji. 

"When, at my request, you visited Delhi, your 
heart had turned to the Emperor; you were 
resolved to be true to him so long as he was true 
to you. H the Emperor had kept faith with you, 
today he would have a powerful friend in the 
Deccan } his crafty poKcy has converted a power¬ 
ful friend into a deadly foe.” 

“Maharaja, your wisdom and experience are 
unrivalled ; you are justly noted as a very wise 

RlAQ ** 

“1 have been serving the Empire from the time 
of Aurangxeb’s father; I have devoted my best pow- 
ers in Aurangseb's service in dangers and diflkul- 
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ties ;' I h«ve mede no difference ^t«reen my own 
coontrymen and foreigners, or friends and stran¬ 
gers ; I have faithfully fulfilled my duties. In itty 
old age the Emperor has treated me disrespectfully, 
and then he has humiliated me, but I have not been 
remiss in my duties. The Important forCs that 
1 have garrisoned, you will not be able to recover 
without a ha'rtf fight, Sivaji. But Aurangaeb's 
conduct towards me has meant his own ruin. 
The Rajas of Ambar have hitherto been his strong¬ 
est support; they will henceforth be his greatest 
enemies." 

"What you say, sir, is perfectly true. Aurang* 
teVs policy has converted two large and power¬ 
ful communities, the Rajputs and the Mabrattas, 
into open enemies." 

"I have given you two examples, the Rajputs 
and the Mahrattas,** continued Jai Singh, 
"but the whole of Bharatvarsha is the same. 
Aurangaeb has humiliated all his trusty servants 
throughout Bharatvarsha, he has converted friends 
into enemies, be hat destroyed the holy temple 
in Benares and built a Mosque on that spot, he 
has humiliated the Hindus of Rajasthan, he has 
imposed the jitiya tax on the Hindus throughout 
hU empire." 

The Raja closed bis eyes and after a long 
pause spoke again. The veil of the future 
seemed to be lifted, and the dying man, with 
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the second tight ot a Mint teemed to lee 
the things to come. “Slvtjl,*' he ’ Mid, “I Me 
conflagrttioo of vrtf alt roond ; Rajatthan, the 
Mabratta country, the eattern lands, are flames 
of open rebellion. For twenty years the Emperor 
strives his atmost to subdue the flames, but they 
spread. His powerful Intellect, hit state-craft, hit 
military talent, have been exerted In vain. He 
diet, a disappointed man, in an agony of gnawing 
remorse and self-reproach. The Are barns more 
fiercely, and with a great roar awiitly advances 
from all directions, and the mighty'Moghul Empire 
crashes and melts in the flames. And then ? I 
see the Mahraita sUr rising In the sky. MahratUs 
Advance, take the vacant throne of Delhi.* 

Raja ]al Singh ceased to speak. The physi- 
clans who were by the bed-side, examined him and 
consulted together. 

After aMong pause be spoke again in a voice 
that Mnk into a whisper. “The crafty man puni¬ 
shes himself I Saiyamfva Truth ever 

triumphs.* 

He ceased to brealho; his great soul passed 
away. 




CHAPTER XXXni. 

The Trial. 

Ooe evening we find Righunath strolling alone 
by tbe river-side. New thoughu have filled his 
mind, thoughts of his advancement, of his meeting 
with Saraya, of future wars and the freedom of the 
Hindu people. Suddenly he hears his name 
uttered by someone behind him. 

He looked round. It was Chandra Rao Jumla- 
dar. A sudden fit of rage seized him, but he 
remembered tbe promise he had made in the 
Temple of Ishani. 

‘Raghonath, there is no room for both tff us on 
this earth ; one of us must go.* 

Controlling his temper be answered slowly, 
‘Chandra Rao, frafty treacherous friend, your fit 
punishment is death ; but I forgive you. ask for¬ 
giveness of God.* 

•I despise tbe words of a child ; you have not 
long to live; listen to me. Since your birth we 
have been mortal enemies ; I have hated you since 
your boyhood with all the hate I possess j a thou- 
sand times have I wished to blow out your brains. 

I refrained, but 1 destroyed your wealth, \ crushed 
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jcrar repoUtion. and you were hunted out of the 
cdontry aa a ipy. My thirst (or revenge was 
partly satiated. But your luck is bad ; you have 
risen high and have come back to the army. I 
have never failed in my purpose, and shall not fail 
now. I discard other means. I shall pierce your 
heart with this sword, I shall drink your blood 
and quench my thirst. Coward 1 your death is 
certain.* 

Raghunath's eyes shot (ire. He answered in a 
voice trembling with rage. 'Vile man I* he cried, 
*get out of my sight, or I shall forget my promise 
and inflict the punishment you deserve.” 

'Coward I still afraid ? Then listen. The arrow 
that pierced your father’s heart in the light at 
Ujjain was not an enemy arrow ; it was an arrow 
from my bow.' 

Raghnnath saw red ; he heard nothing more } 
he flashed out his sword and struck. Chandra 
Rao was an expert fencer, and a duel commenced. 
Their shields were pierced, wounds inflicted, sod 
the blood streamed freely. In physical strength 
Raghunath met his match in Chandra Rao, but the 
fonner had learnt the art of attack and defence In 
Delhi, and after a long struggle he felled his 
opponent, and with his knee planted on his chest 
he cried, 'Despicable man, take the punishment 
of your wickedness; my father's death Is 
avenged.* 
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Feftrless to the lut, with a ghastly smile 
Chandra Rao exclaimed, *And your sister is 
widowed.* 

The horrible troth flashed through bis mind. 
And this was the reason why his sister had 
extracted the promise ? The murderer of his father 
was his sister’s husband. With flaming eyes 
Raghunalh gaxed at the postrale man, but his sword 
remained motionless. He relaxed his hold and 
rose to bis feet. Chandra Rao also rose. 

Covered with blood and dust, humiliated, with a 
demon’s countenance, he fixed his blood>shot eyes 
on Raghunsth. latter, stormed by violent 

passions roused by the thought of his father’s mur¬ 
der, the insult to his sister,and burning for revenge, 
stood paralysed. He could not strike. At this 
moment there was a movement among the trees 
and a soldier appeared. It.was Sivaji. 

Without a word he {Minted his finger at Chan¬ 
dra Rao. Four men who followed him seised 
Chandra Rao, deprived him of his sword and 
shield, bound his hands behind bis back and took 
him away. Sivaji also vanished- Startled at the 
incident Raghnnath remained standing. 

The trial was held the following day. The 
charge was not of murder (or causing the death of 
Righunalh's father, nor of an attempt to cause 
Raghunath's death ; the charge was for giving 
previous information to Rahroat Khan of the lo- 
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tended atUck on Rudra Mandal. Chandra Rao waa 
tried on thl> charge. 

The reader may remember that after the cap> 
tore of this fortress, Sivaji had very generously 
given Rahroat Khan his freedom. The Utter 
retamed to hU master, the Saltan of Bijapnr. 
Rahnut Khan defended Bljapur against Raja Jai 
Singh, but he was wounded and captared. The 
Raja brought him to hts own tent and procured for 
him all the medical assistance that was possible, 
but the wounds proved fatal. 

The day before he died Jal Singh went to bis 
-bed'Side. "I have done all that Is possible," he 
said, *but I he remedies have failed. Uay 1 have 
your permission to ask you a question now T ' 

*I shall not regret my death,* answered Rahmst 
Khan ; *my regret Is that ( have not been able to 
make any return for the great kindness and care 
which 1 have received from you. Ask me what 
you wish ; I shall answer your question.* 

*You remember you received informsUon about 
the attack on Rudra Mandal before the actual 
attack. 1 do not know who gave you the Informa¬ 
tion, but 1 have discovered that an innocent man 
has been punished.* 

*1 gave my word,* answered Rahmat Kban,*not 
to disclose the name of the informer so long as I 
lived. Rajput, I am very grateful for your kind¬ 
ness, but a Pathan cannot break his word.* 


f 
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“I do not «>k you to brcuk your word," Mid the 
R*je, "but H you have »ny evidence in writing 
would you object to bending It to me ?“ 

•promUe me that you will not look into It 
before iry deelh.” 

The Reje the promise. Rehamet Khan 

made over aome paper* to him. After the death of 
the Afgan chief Jal Singh read the paper* and 
discovered that the Informer wa* Chandra Rao. 

Jai Singh read a letter which wa* In the. hand¬ 
writing of Chandra Rao together with other rele- 
vant papers : there wa* also a document acknow- 
ledglng the receipt of money In the handwriting of 
■Chandra Rao. These paper* were made over to 
SIvaji on the day that Jai Sjngh died. 

The trial was short. The evidence was read 
aloud by Raghunath Niaya Sastrl. Sivajl's trusted 
minuter. There was a roar of anger when the 
perusal concluded. Chandra Rao wa* the spy. he 
gave the Information for a bribe, and his purpose 
was to destroy Raghunath, an innocent man. 
There was an outburst of deep indignation In the 
court. 

•Wicked spy,* said SIvaji addressing the priso¬ 
ner, 'you have not long to live. Do you wish to 
aay anything P’ 

He was fearless and proud to the last. *Wbat 
shall I aay ?" he said ; "you ace noted for your 
justice. You punish Raghnnath one day, you 
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panUh me today for the same offence, and to¬ 
morrow you will paniih someone else. Yoo will 
then realise that I am innocent. All these docs- 
meats are forged." 

Rage filled SivajKs heart. 'Cut off his hands," he 
ordered, "and he will take no more bribes ; and 
then write the word ‘spy* on bis forehead with 
red-hot Iron so that no one may es-er beliere him.” 

The execotioner was about to carry oat these 
orders when Raghunath stood up and said : "Maha. 
raj, I have a prayer to make.” 

"I shall certainly listen to what you wish to 
say,” said Slvajl ; "this vile man wislied to destroy 
you : what Is the revenge you ask for ?” 

"Your promise you will fulfil, I know; the 
revenge that I seek is that not a hair of his head 
may be touched. Let him not be punished ; give 
him his freedom, sire." 

The court remained silent, amazed. Then Sivaji 
suppressing his wrath spoke. 

"At your request I forgive him for the attempt 
on your life ; the Raja has ordered his punishment 
for an offence against (he sUte. I have given my 
orders ; executioner, carry them out" 

”Slre," said Raghunath, "your orders are just; 
it is a favour I seek from my master ; please do 
not punish him ; give him bis freedom." 

"I cannot grant your prayer, Raghunath; 1 
forgive you for making this unreasonable request; 

17 
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I woQtd sot have forgiven another man; I have 
given my order* ; please do not Interrupt.’* 

"On one or two occasions, sire, I happened 
to be of some service to yon. You promised me a 
reward. I pray for that reward toda/; please let 
this man go ^ree.” 

Slvaji’s eyes flashed fire. "Yes,” be exclaimed. 
"Raghonath, you wish to frustrate the course 
of joillce because you rendered me service on 
certain occasions. My orders must be carried out; 
and I shall feel happy if you will ullt less of your 
brave deeds.” 

Raghunath's face crimsoned. He spoke slowly 
and In a lreml)ling voice, “Sire, I am not in the 
habit of asking for favour*. This is the first favour 
I have ever asked ; if yon are unable to grant it, 1 
shall not seek any other favour. I shall ask your 
leave to depart i I shall retire from the profession 
of arms, I shall be a goswami and devote the rest 
of my life in prayers and pilgrimage.” 

Sivaji remained silent and motionless. One 
of his men approached him and whispered that 
Chandra Rao was Raghunath's brother*in> 
law. 

Amased at the information Sivaji ordered the 
prisoner to be released. Then in a voice of 
thunder he exclaimed; *'Go, Chandra Rao, leave my 
kingdom; go to other lands, kill other relatives, 
destroy other friends, take bribes from the enemy 
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and spend the rest of your life in acts oi vile 
treachery." 

Chandra* Rao was fearless to the last. Bamlng 
with rage he approached Raghonalh. *Young man,* 
he said, "! scorn your mercy, I scorn the life that 
you have saved.” With these words he flashed out 
a dagger and plunged it in his own chest. Chandra 
Rao’s ilfeless body rolled on the ground. 





CHAPTER XXXIV. 


The Dawn or Mahratta Glory. 

It U yet dark. Tliin streaks of vermdion Unge 
the faiot clouds on the eastern horiion. SivajI 
calls his generals and ministera, consults them, 
and then goes out In the open and summons his 
troops. He addresses them. 

“One year has passed since I made peace with 
Aurangzeb," he said. “Aurangseb himself broke 
that peace by his perBdioas conduct. We shall be 
avenged. We shall resume war against him. 

"The great Raja Jal Singh, Aurangzeb's finest 
general, gainst whom Goddess IshanI forbade my 
making war, the man who compassed my defeat 
without a fight, is a victim of Aurangseb. He is 
dead. Soldiers, Aurangseb is guilty of my capti* 
vity In Delhi, )ai Singh's death, and other acts of 
duplicity. We shall be avenged. 

“Id his death-bed Raja Jai Singh received a 
divine message. His eyes beheld the Moghul 
Empire crashing in fiames, the morning star of 
Mahratta ^ory rising, the golden throne of Prithu 
Ral without a lord. Friends! Let os advance. 
We shall adorn that throne with the splendour and 
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gorgeous heroism of oar ancicBt past. Behold 
the crimson in the esstem sky. It is the crimson 
of A new <Uwn—not the dawn that greets us daily. 
People of the Mahratta country I It is the dawn of 
a new life, The Dawn of Mahratta Glory." 

He stopped. There was a momentary hush, 
and then with a great roar the troops responded. 
The Dawn of Mahratta Glory." 



EPILOaUE. 


The story eods here. The later career of Sivajt 
after the death of Jai Singh of Ambar, which 
occorred in 1667, and the sobseqnent political 
events la the reign of Aarangzeb, may be shortly 
stated for the information of the general reader. 
We quote from Romesh Dutt's "Civilisation of 
India." (Messrs. Dent & Co., London, ipoi.) 

"Jai Singh died on his way to Delhi. Jaswant 
Singh could effect nothing and made a treaty with 
Sivaji acknowledging him as Raja. Mahabat 
Khan, who was then sent with 40,000 troops by 
Anrangseb, was not more successfol, and a large 
Moghul force was defeated by Sivaji in battle. In 
1674 Sivaji again crowned himself as independent 
King. 

‘in the following year Sivaji crossed the Nar¬ 
bada and for the first time carried his ravages north 
of that river. In 1676 he crossed the Krishna to 
the south and passed close by Madras where the 
English were about to build a fort called Fort St. 
David. Slvaji's vast territory extended from the 
Narbada in the north to beyond Krishna in the 
south, and he died in the height of his power in 
idSo. Within the period of a lifetime he had 
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raUed the Mahratta* to the rank oi a great poliU* 
cat power in India. 

“Aorangaeb'a bigotry and intolerance complet. 
ed the qiin of the Moghul Empire. He forbade 
all oatentatlous display of Hindu worship, prohi¬ 
bited religious fairs and destroyed many famous 
Hindu temples. He imposed a tax called jisif* 
on all non*Musalmans, and passed a senseless law 
that no Hindu should ride a litter or an Arab 
horse without permission. He commenced a 
croel war against the Rajputs on trivial grounds, 
and for ever alienated that faithful nation from the 
house of Delhi. After the death of Sivajl he crossed 
the Narbada for the conquest of the Deccan. 

'*As the Mahrattas were now a great political 
power, it would have been wise in Aurangseb to 
have left alone, and even strengthened, the feuda* 
tory Mahomedan states of Bijapnr and Golconda. 
But the ungenerous and narrow mind of Aurangseb 
was incapable of such a wise policy ; he hankered 
to demolish and level down every semblance of 
authority except bis own. He took Bijspnr in 
1686 and Golconda in 1687, and thus the last 
remains of the independent Bahmani Kingdom, 
founded in 1347, came to an end in the Deccan 
after 340 years. 

**Aurangseb now turned all his resources to 
crush the Mahrattas, and failed. The Mahrattas 
avoided a pitched battle, and their fleet horsemen 
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Spread on every side and swept over the Deccan 
while Auraegieb was fraitlessly besieging obseore 
forts. 'By hard fighting,' says the Mahomedan 
historian, Khafi Khan, 'by the expenBitore of the 
vast treasure accumulated by Shah Jahan, and by 
the sacrifice' of many thousands of men, he 
<Aoraogseb) bad penetrated into their wretched 
country, had sbbdued their lofty forts, and had 
driven them from house and home ; still the daring 
of the Mahrattas increased, and they penetrated 
into the old territories of the imperial throne, 
plundering and destroying wherever they went.' 

"Enfeebled and exhausted by thU system of 
warfare for nearly twenty years against an Intangi. 
ble foe, the grand army of Aurangxeb, which had 
invaded the Deccan with an ostentatious display of 
wealth and prowess never seen before in the 
south, retreated in disgrace and disorder amidst 
the ehouU and InsulU and incessant firing of the 
Mahrattas who pressed behind. Aurangxeb at 
last reached Ahmadnagar and died in 1707, amidst 
the ruin of a great empire caused by his intolerance 
and his bigotry within the period of hii own life- 
time.” 
















